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ROMAN  MATRON. 


ACT  I.,- 

SCENE  I.  A Street  in  Romih 
A tumultuous  Noife  behind. 

Enter  a Co^npany  of  Mutinous  Citizens* 

i Citizen. 

“i^EFORE  we  proceed  any  further^  here  rtie 
fpeak; 

All.  Speak,  fpeak* 

'I  CiT.  You  are  all  refolved  rather  to  die,  than 
tp  famifh  ? 

All.  Refolv’d,  refolv’d. 


B 


I CiT, 


6 CORIOLANUS;  Or,’ 

1 CiT.  Firft,  you  know,  Cains  Marcius  is  the 
chief  enemy  to  the  people. 

All.  We  know’t. 

, I CiT.  Let  us^kill  him,  and  we’ll  have  corn  at 
our  own  price.  Is’t  a verdid:  ? 

All.  Let’t  be  done  ; away,  away  f 

2 CitI  One  word,  good  citizens.  Would  you 
proceed  efpecially  againft  Cains  Marcius  ? 

1 CiT.  Againft  him  firft:  he’s  a very  dog  to 
the  commonalty. 

2 CiT.  Confider  you  what  fervices  he  has  done 
for  his  country. 

1 CiT.Wery  well;— and  could  be  content  to  give 

him  good  report  for’t,  but  that  he  pays  himfelf  with 
being  proud  > , . . , . 

2 CiT.  Nay,  but  fpeak  not  rhalicioufly. 

1 CiT.  .1  fay  unto  you,  what  he  hath  done  fa- 
moufly,  he  did  it  to  pleafe  his  mother,  and  part 
ly  to  be  proud ; wlrich  he  is,  even  to  .'the  altitude 
of  his  virtue. 

2 CiT.  What  he  cannot  help  in  his  nature,  you 
account  a vice  in  him : you  muft  in  no  way  fay  he 
is  covetous. 

. , I CiT.  If  I muft  not,  I need  not  be  barren  of 
accufations;  he  hath  faults,  with  furplus,  to  tire  in 
rjtpetition. ' (Shout%.withtn. 

What  fliouts  are  thofe?  the  other  fide  o’th’*  city^  is 
rifen ! why  ftay  we  prating  here?'  to  th’  Capitol~ 

. All.  Com^,vcome. 
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Enter  Caius  Marcius  and  Menenius. 

Mar.  What’s  the  matter,  you  diflentious 
rogues. 

I CiT.  We  have  ever  your  good  word. 

Mar.  He  that  will  give  good  words  to  thee, 
will  flatter 

Beneath  abhorring.  What  would  you  have,  ye 
curs. 

That  like  not  peace,  nor  war  ? The  one  affrights 
you,  ' ' 

The  other  makes  you  proud.  He  that  trulls  to 
you. 

Where  he  fhould  find  you  lions,  finds  you  hares; 
Where  foxes,  geefe.  Hang  ye — trufl:  ye ! 

With  every  minute  you  do  change  a mind. 

And  call  him  noble,  that  was  now  your  hate. 

Him  vile,  that  was  your  garland.  What’s  the 
matter. 

That  in  the  feveral  places  of  the  ^ity. 

You  cry  againfl;  the  noble  fenate,  who, 

(Under  the  gods)  keep  you  in  awe,  which  elfe 
Would  feed  on  one  another  ? — What’s  their 
feeking  ? 

Men.  For  corn  at  their  own  rates,  whereof,  they 
fay,  , 1 

The  city  is  well  ftor’d.  ^ ' 

Mar.  Hang ’em:  they  fay  I 

They’ll  fit  by  th’  fire,  and  prefume  to  knew 

B z 
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f What’s  done  iW  Capitol; 

^Making  parties  ftrong', 

And  feebling  fuch  as  (land  not  in  their  liking. 

Below  their  cobbled  flioes.  They  fay  there’s 
grain. 

Enough ! would  the  nobility  lay  afide 
Their  ruth,  and  let  meufe  my  fword,  T’d  make 
A quarry  of  thoufands  of  thefe  quarter’d  flaves. 

As  high  as  1 could  pitch  my  lance. 

Men.  I befecchyou,  What  fays  the  other  troop? 
Mar.  They  are  diffolv’d 

Theyfaid  they  were  an  hungr)'',  figh’d  forth  proverbs; 

That  hunger  broke  Jlone  walls that  dogs  muji 

eat  — 

With  thefe  Ihreds,  that  meat  was  made  for  mouths 
^hat  the  God*s  fent  not  corn  for  the  rich  men  onfy^ 

They  vented  their  complainings;  which  being 
anfwer’d. 

And  a petition  granted  them,  a ftrange  one — 

To  break  the  heart  of  genercfity,  and  make  bold 
pow’r  look  pale ; 

They  threw  their  caps 

As  they  would  hang  them  on  the  horns  o’th’  moon. 
Shouting  their  emulation. 

Men.  What  is  granted  them  ! 

, Mar.  Five  tribunes  to  defend  their  vulgar  wif- 
doms, 

Of  their  own  choice.  One  Junius  Brutus, ' 

Sicinius  Velutus,  and  I know  not;; death! 

The  rabble  fliould  have  firft  unroof’d  the  city. 

Etc 

* • 
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Ere  fo  prevaird  with  me : it  will  in  time 
Win  upon  power,  and  throw  forth  greater  themes. 
For  infurreftion’s  arguing. 

Men.  This  is  ftrange. 

Mar.  Go,  get  you  home,  you  fragments ! 

Enter  a Roman  Officer^ 

Officer.  Where’s  Caius  Marcius  ? 

Mar.  Here what  is  the  matter? 

Officer,  The  news  Sir,  is,  the  Volfcians  are  in 
• arms. 

Mar.  lam  glad  on’t,  then  we  (hall  have  means 
to  vent 

Oiir  mufty  fuperfluity. 

Enter  Cominius,  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

Com.  'Martius,  ’tis  true  what  you  have  lately 
told  us. 

The  Volfcians  are  in  arms. 

Mar.  They  have  a leader, 

Tullus  Aufidius,  that  will  put  you  to’t^ 

I fin  in  envying  his  nobility : 

And  were  I any  thing  but  what  I am,  • 

Td  wifli  me  only  him. 

Com.  You  have  fought  together?  «, 

Mar.  Were  half  to  half  the  world  by  th’^^ears^ 
^ndhe  • 

Upon  my  part}",  Td  revolt,  to  make 
Only  my  wars  with  him.  He  is  a lipn 
That  I am  proud  to  hunt. 

Men.  Then,  worthy  Marcius, 

/Lttend  upon  Cominius  to  thele  war^ 

Com.  It  is  your  forrner  promife. 


MAa. 
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C Mar.*  Sir,  k is ; 

\ And  I am  conftant : thou 
Shalt  fee  me  once  more  ftrike  at  Ttrllus^  face. 
Men.  O true  hredt 

Com.  Your  company  to  th’  Capitol;  where  I 
know 

Our  greateft  friends  attend  us. 

Mar.  Lead  you  on  ; 

Men.  Hence  to  your  homes — be  gone. 

(•Jo  the  Chlzetts^ 

Mar.  Nay,  let  them  follow ; 

The  Volfcians  have  much  corn:  take  thefe  fatSi 
thither. 

To  gnaw  their  gamers.  Worfhipful  mutineers. 
Your  valour  puts  well  forth;  I pray  you  follow, 
^Exetott.  Cominius,  Marcius  and  Menenius, 

Citizens  Jieal  away. 
Si€.  Was  ever  man  fo  proud 

As  is  this  Marcius  ? 

Brt7.  He  has  no  equal. 

Sic.  When  we  were  chofen  tribunes  of  the  people. 
Bru.  Mark'd  you  his  lip  and  eyes  ? , 

Sic.  Nay,  but  his  taunts. 

Bru.  Being  mov’d,  he  will  not  fpare  to  gird  the 
Gods — 

The  prefent  war  devour  him  ! he  is  grown 
Too  proud  of  being  fo  valiant. 

Sic.  Such  a nature. 

Tickled  with  good  fuccefs,  difdains  the  (hadow 
Which  he  treads  on  at  noon  ; but  I do  wonder 
His  infolence  can  brook  to  be  commanded, 

Under  Cominius.  Bru. 


II 
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Bru.  Fame,  at  which  he  aims. 

In  which  already  he  is  well  grac’d,  cannot  . 
Better  be  held,  nor  more  attain’d,  than  by 
A place  below  the  firfl; ; for  what  mifcarries 
Shall  be  the  general’s  fault,  tho’  he  perform 
To  the  istmoft  of  a man ; and  giddy  cenfure 
Will  then  cry  out  of  Marcius  ; oh,  if  hs 

Had  borne  the  bufinefs 

Sic.  And  if  things  go  well. 

Opinion,  that  fo  fticks  on  Marcius,  fhall 
Of  his  demerits  rob  Cominius. 

Bru.  Come; 

Half  all  Cominius’  honours  are  to  Marciiis, 
Though  Marcius  earn’d  them  not ; and  all  his  fiuks. 
To  Marcius  fhali  be  honours,  though  indeed 
In  aught  he  merit  not. 

Sic.  Let’s  hence,  and  hear 
How  the  difpatch  is  made  ; and  in  wliat  fafluon. 
More  than  his  fingularity,  he  goes 
Upon  this  prefent  adiom 
Bru.  Let’s  along. 

(Eseunu 

S C E N E II. 

A Chamber  In  Caius  Marcius’s  houfe  in  Rome. 
Enter  Volumn'ia  and  Virgilia, 

VoL.  I pray  you,  daughter,  fing,  or  exprefs  your- 
felf  in  a more  comfortable  fort : if  my  fon  were  mj 
hufband,  I would  freely  rejoice  in  that  abfence, 
wherein-  he^  won  honour.  When  yet  he  was  bic 

tender- 
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tender-bodied,  and  my  only  fon  ; wheii  youth 
with  comelinefs  plucked  all  gaze  his  way ; when 
for  a day  of  kings  entreaties,  a mother  (hould  not 
fell  him  an  hour  from  her  beholding,  I,  conhdering 
how  honour  would  become  fuch  a perfon,  that  it 
was  no  better  than  pidure-like  to  hang  by  th’  wall, 
if  renown  made  it  not  ftir,  was  pleas’d  to  let  him 
feek  danger,  where  he  was  like  to  find  fame  : to  a 
cruel  war  I fent  him,  from  whence  he  return’d, 
his  brows  bound  with  oak.  I tell  thee,  daughter, 
I fprang  not  more  in  joy,  at  firfl:  hearing  he  was  a 
man-child,  than  now  in  firfl  feeing  he  had  proved 
himfelf  a man. 

ViR.  But  had  he  died  in  the  bufinefs,  madam, 
how  then  ? 

VoL.  Then  his  good  report  fliould  have  been  my 
fon.  Hear  me  profefs,  fmcerely  : had  I,  a dozen 
fens,  each  in  my  my  love  alike,  and  none  lefs  dear 
than  thine  and  my  good  Marcius,  I had  rather  had 
eleven  die  nobly  for  their  country,  then  one  vo* 
luptuoully  forfeit  out  of  adion. 

Enter  a Gentlezvoman* 

G ENT.  Madam,  the  Lady  Valeria  is  come  to  vlfit 

}'OU. 

Vi  R.  ’Befeech  you,  give  me  leave  to  retire  myfelfi 

VoL.  Indeed  thou  fiialt  not : 

'Methinks  I hither  hear  your  hufoatid’s  drum  : 

I lee  him  pluck  Aufidius  down  by  th’  hair ; 

Methinks 
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Mcthinks  I fee  him  flamp,  thus — and  call,  thus — 
Come  on  ye  cowar dsy  ye  zverc  got  in  fear^ 

"Though  you  zvere  born  in  Rorrie  ; his  bloody  brow 
With  his  mail’d  hand  then  wiping,  forth  he  goes 
-Like  to  a harveft-nian  that’s  talk’d  to  mow« 

Or  all,  or  lofe  his  hire.  - ' 

ViR.  His  bloody  brow  ! oh  Jupiter,  no  blood. 

VoL.  'Away,  you  fool ; it  more  Becomes  a man. 
Than  gilt  his  trophy.  The  bread:  of  Hecuba, 
When  Ihe  did  fuckle  Hedor,  look’d  riot  lovelier. 
Than  Hector’s  forehead,  when  it /pit  forth  blood. 
At  Grecian  fwords  .contending ; tell  Valeria 
We  are  fit  to  bid  her  welcome. 

(Exit  Gent. 

Vir;  Heav’ns  blefs  my  lord  frorri  fell  Aufidius  ! 

VoL.  He’ll  beat  Aufidius’  head  below  his  knee. 
And  tread  upon  his  necki 

Enter  Valeria. 

Val.  My  ladies  both,  good  day  to  you  !■ 

You  are  manifeft  houfekeepers ! 

How  does  your  little  fon  ? 

Vir.  I thank  your  ladylhip;  well,  good  madam. 

VoL.  He  had  rather  fee  the  fwords,  and  hear  a 
drum,  than  look  upon  his  fchoolmafter. 

Val.  O’my  word,  the  father’s  fon ; I’ll  fwear  ’tis  a 
very  pretty  boy.  O’  my  troth,  T look’d  on  him,  o’ 
IVednefday^  half  an  hour  together — h’as  fuch  a con- 
firm’d  countenance.  I faw  him  run  after  a gilded 
butterfly,  and  when  he  caught  it,  he  let  it  go  again, 

and  after  it  a gain ; and  over  and  over  he  comes,  and 

C up 
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up  again,  and  caught  it  again  ; and  whether  his  fall 
enraged  him,  or  how  ’twas,  he  did  fo  fet  his  teeth, 
and  did  tear  it,  oh,  I warrant  how  he  mammockt 
it. 

VoL.  One  of  father’s  moods. 

Val.  Indeed  la,  tis  a noble  child. 

ViR.  A crack,  madam. 

Val.  Come,  layafide  your  fajdnefs;  I muft  have 
you  play  the  idle  hufwife  with  me,  this  afternoon. 

ViR.  No  good  madam,  1 will  not  out  of  doors. 

Val.  Not  out  of  doors  ! 

VoL.  She  fhall,  llie  fhall. 

ViR.  Indeed  no,  by  your  patience ; I’ll  not  over 
the  threfhold,  ’till  my  lord  return  from  the  wars. 

Val.  Fie,  you  confine  yourfelf  unreafonably  r 
you  would  be  another  Penelope  ; yet  they  fay  all 
the  yarn  fhe  fpun  in  Ulyfles’s  abfence,  did  but  fill 
Ithaca  full  of  moths.  Come,  come,  you  fhall  go 
\vith  us. 

ViR.  No,  good  madam,  pardon  me,  indeed  I 
will  not  forth. 

Val.  In  truth  la,  go  with  me,  and  I’ll  tell  you 
excellent  news  of  your  hufband. 

' ViR.  Oh,  good  madam,  there  can  be  none  yet. 

Val.  Verily  I do  not  jeft  with  you. 

ViR.  Indeed,  madam— 

Val.  In  earneft  it’s  true;  I heard  a fenator  fpeak 
it.  Thus  it  is — ^the  Volfcians  have  an  army  forth, 
againft  whom  Cominius  the  general  is  gone,  with 
one  part  of  our  Roman  power.  Your  lord  and 
Titus  Laftius  are  fet  down  before  their  city  Corioli ; 
they,  nothing  doubt,  prevailing,  and  to  make  it 

brief 
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brief  wars.  This  is  true,  on  my  honour ; and  fo, 
I pray,  go  with  us. 

ViR.  Give  me  excufe,  good  madam,,  I will  obey 
you  in  every  thing  hereafter.  . 

VoL.  Let  her  alone,  lady  ; as  fhe  is  now,  (he 
will  but  difeafe  our  better  mirth,  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III.  a Wood. 

Trumpets  found  a Retreat. 

Enter  Cominius,  with  Soldiers  retreating. 
Com.  Breath  you,  my  friends — wejl  fought,  we 
are  come  o(F 

Like  Romans,  neither  foolifli  in  our  ftand. 

Nor  cowardly  in  retire. — Believe  me,  (irs. 

We  (hall  be  charg’d  again.  Whiles  we  have 
(truck. 

By  interims,  and  conveying  gufts,  we  have  heard 
The  charges  of  our  friends — Ye  Roman  Gods  ! 
Lead  their  fuccelTes  as  we  willi  our  own  ! 

Enter  a Roman  Officer. \ 

Thy  news. 

Of  FI.  The  citizens  of  Corioli  have  i(rued, 

And  given  to  Marcius  battle  : 

I faw  our  party  to  the  trenches  driv’n. 

And  came  in  hafte  away. 

Com.  How  long  is’t  fince  ? 

Of  FI.  About  an  hour,  my  lord.  Spies  of  the 
Volci 

Held  me  in  chace,  that  I was  forc’d  to  wheel 
Three  or  four  miles  about ; elfe  had  I,,  fir. 


Half 
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Half  an  hour  fince  brought  my  repoit. 

Com.  Who’s  yonder 

That  does  appear  as  he  were  flay’d?  O Gods  ! 

He  has  the  flamp  of  Marcius. 

Marcius  'without. 

Mar.  Come  I too  late  ? 

Com.  The  fliepherd  knows  not  thunder  from  a 
tabor. 

More  than  1 know  the  found  of  Marcius’  tongue 
From  every  meaner  man’s. 

Enter  Marcius. 

Mar.  Come  I too  late  ? 

Com.  Ay,  if  you  come  not  in  the  blood  of  others^ 
But  mantled  in  your  own. 

Mar.  O,  let  me  clip  you 
In  arms  as  found,  as  when  I woo’d ; in  hea't 
As  merry,  as  when  our  nuptial  day  was  done,' 
And  tapers  burnt  to  bed  wards. 

Com.  Flower  of  Warriors ! 

How  is’t  with  Titus  Lartius  ? 

Mar.  As  with  a man  bufied  about  decrees; 
Condemning  fome  to  death,  and  fome  to  exile, 
Ranfoming  him,  or  pitying,  threat’ning  the  other ; 
Holding  Cofioli  in  the  narne  of  Rome, 

Even  like  a fawning  greyhound  in  the  leafh. 

To  let  him  flip  at  will. 

Com.  Where  is  that  flaye, 

Which  told  me  they  had  beat  you  to  your  tranche?. 
Where  is  he'? 
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{Roman  officer  comes  forward,  foldiers  ^0 
feize  himd\ 

Mar.  Let  him  alope. 

He  did  inform  the  truth — But  for  our  gentlemen 
The  comrnon  file  (a Plague!  tribunes  for  them!) 
The  moufe,  ne’er  fliunn’d  the  icat,  as  they  di<i 
budge 

From  rafcals  worfe  than  they. 

Com.  But  how  prevail’d  you? 

Mar.  Will  the  time  ferve  to  tell!  I do  noj: 
think — 

Where  is  the  enemy  ? Are  you  lords  o’  th’  field  ? 

Jf  not,  why  ceafe  you  till  you  are  fo? 

Com.  Marcius,  we  have  at  difad  vantage  fought^ 
And  did  retire  to  win  our  purpofe. 

Mar.  How  lies  their  battle?  Know  you  on 
what  fide 

They  have- plac’d  their  men  of  truft?  ' ' 

^CoM.  As  I guefs,  Marcius,  ^ ‘ 

Their  bands  i’  th’  Vaward  arc  the  Antiates,  ' 

Of  their  beft  truft : o’er  them  Aufidius, 

Their  very  heart  of  hope. 

Mar.  I do  befeech  you,  ' ^ • 

By  all  the  battles  wherein  we  have  fought,  ' ' ' 

By  the  blood  >ye  have  fhed  together, 

JThat  you  direcftly  ^ ' 

\ Lead  me  againft  Aufidius. 

Com.  Tho’ I could  wifh 
You  were  conducted  to  a gentle  bath. 

And  balms  applied  to  you,  yet  dare  I never 

Deny 


iB  C O R I O'L'A  N U S;  Or, 

Deny  your  afking ; take  your  choice  of  thoTe 
That  beft  can  aid  your  a6lion. 

Mar.  Thofe  are  they. 

That  moft  are  willing — if  any  fuch  be  here. 

That  love  this  painting 

Wherein  you  fee  me  fnear’d;  if  any  fear 

Lefler  his  pcrfon  than  an  ill  report ; 

If  any  think  brave  death  outweighs  bad  life; 

And  that  his  country’s  dearer  than  himfelf; 

Let  him,  alone,  or  fo  many,  fo  minded. 

Wave  thus,  to  exprefs  his  difpolition 

l^Soldiers  Jloout  and  wave  theh\fzvordSy 
If  thefe  fliews  be  not  outward,  which  of  you 
But  is  foui*  Voices — come — follow  Marcius  ! 

* ■ Loud  fiorijh, 

'Battle  behind. 

A retreat  founded. 

Enter  Marcius,  Cominius,  Roman  Officer  and  Soldiers. 

Com.  If  I fliould  tell  thee  o’er  this  thy  day’s  work, 
Tho\i’lt  not  believe  thy  deeds : 'but  I’ll  report  it. 
Where  fenators  fliall  mingle  tears  with  fmiies. 
Where  the  dull  tribunes. 

That  with  the  fufty  plebeians,  hate  thine  honours. 
Shall  fay  againft  their  hearts,  IVe  thank  the  Godsy 
Our  Rome  hath  fuch  a foldier. 

Mar,  Pray  now,  no  more : my  mother. 

Who  has  a charter  to  extol  her  blood. 

When  (lie  does  praife  me,  grieves  me  ; I have  done 


As 
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As  you  have  done,  that’s  what  I can,  induc’d 
As  you  have  been ; that’s  for  my  country. 

Com.  You  lhali  not  be 

The  grave  of  your  deferving ; Rome  muft  know 
f The  value  of  her  own  ; 

4 Therefore,  I befeech  you. 

(In  fign  of  what  you  are,  not  to  reward 
What  you  have  done)  before  our  army  hear  me. 
Mar.  1 have  fome  wounds  upon  me,  and  they 
fmart. 

To  hear  themfelves  remembred.« 

Com.  Should  they  not. 

Well  might  they  fefter  ’gainfl  ingratitude. 

And  tent  themfelves  with  death  : of  all  the  horfes. 
Whereof  we’ve  ta’en  good,  and  good  flore,  of  ail 
The  treafure  in  the  field  atchiev’d.  and  city,  • 

We  render  you  the  tenth,  to  be  ta’cn  forth. 

Before  the  common  diftribution. 

At  your  own  choice. 

Mar.  I thank  you  general : 

But  cannot  make  my  heart  confent  ro  take 
A bribe  to  pay  my  fword  : I do  refufe  it. 

[^A 

May  thefe  fame  inftruments,  which  you  profane. 
Never  found  more  ! when  drums  and  trumpets 
mail 

I’th’  field  prove  flatterers,  let  camps  as  cities 
Be  made  of  falfe- fac’d  foothing. 


[Flourijh^ 


No  more,  I fay  ; 

For  that  I have  not  wafli’d  my  nofe  that  bled, 


Or 
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Or  foird  fonie  feeble  wretch,  which  without  note 
Here’s  many  clfe  have  done ; you  fhouc  me  forth,- 
In  acclamations  hyperbolical. 

As  if  I lov’d  my  little  Ihould  be  dieted. 

In  praifes  fauc’d  with  lies. 

Com.  Too  modefl  are  you  : 

More  cruel  In  your  good  report,  thati  grateful 
To  us,  that  give  you  truly  : therefore  be  it  known ; 
As  to  us,  to  all  the  world,  that  Caius  Marcius 
Wears  this  war’s  garland  : 

For  what  he  did  before  Corioli,  call  him. 

With  all  th’  applaufe  and  clamour  of  the  hofl:, 
Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus.  Bear  th’  addition  nobly 
ever ! \_YlouriJlo, 

Mar.  I will  go  walh : 

And  when  my  face  is  fair,  you  lhall  perceive 
Whetlier  I blufli  or  no.'  Howbeit,  I thank  you.. 

Com.  So,  to  our  tent : 

Where,  ere  we  do  repofe  us,  \ve  will  write 
To  Rome  of  our  fuccefs. 

Mar.  The  Gods  begin  to  mock  me  : I that  but 
now 

Refus’d  moft  princely  gifts,  am  bound  to  beg 
Of  my  lord-general. 

Com.  Take’t,  ’tis  yours  : what  is’t? 

Mar.  I fometime  lay  here  in  Corioli, 

And  at  a poor  man’s  houfe : he  us’d  me  kindly. 

'He  cry’d  to  me  : I faw  him  prifoner : 

But  then  Aufidius  was  within  my  view. 

And  wrath  o’er-whelm’d  my  pity  I requell  you 
To  give  my  poor  hold  freedom. - 


Com. 


The  ROMAN  MOTHER.  it 
Com.  O well  begg’d  L 
Were  he  the^butcher  my  fon,  he  fhould* 

Be  free  as  is  tile  wind  : his  name? 

MAk.  By  Jupiter,  forgot : 

I’m  weary ; yea,  my  memory  is  tir’d : 

Have  we  no  wine  here  ?' 

Com;  Go  we  to  our  tent; 

The  blood  upon  your  vifage  dries;  tis  time 
It  ftiould  be  look’d  to : come;  march 

' [.Exeunti 

End  OF  THE  First. Act. 


act'  II. 

S C E N E I.  J Street  in  Rome: 

Enter  Menehius;  Sidnius  and  Brutus. 

Men.  The  Augur  tells  me  we  (hall  have  news^. 
to-night; 

Bru.  Good  or  bad  ? 

Men.  Not  according  to  the  prayer  of  the  people^ 
for  they  love  not  Marcius. 

Sic.  Nature  teaches  beafts  to  know  their  friends. 

Men.  Pray  you,  whom  does  the  wolf  love? 

Sic.  The  lamb. 

Men.  Ay,  to  devour  him,  as  the  hungry  pier 
beians  would  the  noble  Marcius.  Tell  me  one 
thing  that  I fhall  alk  you. 

Both.  Well,  Sir, 


D 


Mea^. 


%2  C O R I O L A N U S ; Or^ 

Men.  In  what  enormity  is  Marcius  poor,  thajc 
^^ou  two  have  not  in  abundance  ? 

Bru.  He’s  poor  in  no  one  fault,  but  ftor’d  wit!) 

alL  . 

Sic,  Efpecially  in  pride* 

Brit.  And  topping  all  others  in  boaft. 

Men.  This  is  ftrange,  now  ! do  you  two  kno\v 
how  you  are  cenfur’d  here  in  the  city,  I mean  of 
us  o’th’  right-hand  file,  do  you  ? 

Bru.  Why — how  are  we  cenfur’d? 

Men.  Becaufe  you  talk  of  pride  now,  will  yof- 
not  be  angry?, 

Both*  Well,  well,  Sir,  well* 

Men.  You  blame  Marcius  for  being  proud* 
Bru.  We  do  it  not  alone,  Sir. 

^Men*  I know 'you  can  do  very  little  alone — Oh 
that  you  would  turn  your  eyes  towards  the’napes  of 
your  necks,  and  make  but  an  Interior  furvey  of 
your  good  felves ! Oh  that  you  could ! 

Bru.  What  then.  Sir? 

Men.  Why  then  you  fhould  difcover  a brace  of 
;is  unmeriting,  proud,  violent,  tefly  magiftrates, 
fools,  as  any  in  Rome, 

Sic.  Menenius,  you  are  known  well  enough 
. too. 

Men.  I am  known  to  be  a humorous  patrician, 
and  one  that  loves  a cup  of  hot  wine,  with  not  a 
drop  allaying  Tiber  in’t : What  I think,  I utter,^ 
and  fpend  my  malice  with  my  breath. 

*Bru.  Come,  Sir,  come,  we  know  you,  well 
enough. 
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Men.  You  know  neither  me,  yourfelves,  nor 
thing ; you  are  ambitious  for  poor  knaves  caps 
and  legs : you  wear  out  a good  wholefome  fore- 
noon, in  hearing  a caufe  between  an  orange-wife 
and  a folfet-feller,  and  then  adjourn  a controverfy 
of  three-pence,  to  a fecond  day  of  audience.  You 
are  a pair  of  ftrange  ones. 

Bru.  Come,  come,  you  are  well  underftood  to 
be  a perfedler  giber  for  the  table,  than  a neceffaiy 
bencher  in  the  Capitol. 

Men.  Our  very  priefts  mufl  become  mockers, 
if  they  iliall  encounter  fuch  ridiculous  fubjeds,  as 
you  are  ^ \yl>en  you  fpeak  bell  unto  the  purpofe, 
it  is  not  worth  the  wagging  of  your  beards,  and 
your  beards  deferve  not  fo  honourable  a grave  as 
to  ftulf  a botcher’s  culhion,  or  to  be  intomb’d  in 
an  afs’s  pack-faddle.  Yet  you  mufl  be  faying, 
Marcius  is  proud  ; who,  in  a cheap  eftimation,  is 
worth  all  your  predeceffors  lince  Deucalion, 
though  peradventure  fome  of  the  bed;  of  them 
were  hereditary  hangmen.  I will  be  bold  to  take 
my  leave  of  you. 

[Brutus  ani  Sicinius,  ft  and  aftde. 

Enter  Volumnia,  Virgilia  and  Valeria. 

How  now,  my  as 'fair  as  noble  ladies,  and  the 
moon,  were  fhe  earthly,  no  nobler,  whither  do  you 
follow  your  eyes  fo  fall  ? 

VoL.  Honourable  Menenius,  my  boy  Maiciui ' 
approaches,  for  the  love  of  Juno  let’s  go. 

Men.  Ha!  Mai tius  coming  home! 

Voi.^ 


t4  C O R I O L A N U S;  Or, 

VoL.  Ay,  worthy  Menenius,  and  with  moft  pro* 
Iperous  approbation. 

Men.  Take  my  cap,  Jupiter,  and  I thank  thee — 
hoo,  Marcius  coming  home  I 

VoL.  Look,  here’s  a letter  from  hirn,  the  State 
hath  another,  his  wife  another,  and  J think  there’s 
piie  at  home  for  you. 

Men.  I will  make  my  very  houfe  reel,  to-night : 
A letter  for  me ! 

ViR.  Yes,  certainly,  there  is  a letter  for  you, 
I faw’t. 

Men.  a letter  for  me!  it  gives  me  an  eftate  of 
feven  years  health;  in  which  time  I will  make  a 
lip  at  the  phyfician.  Is  he  not  wqurided?  he  was 
wont  to  come  home  wounded. 

ViR.'Oh,  no,  noi  no. 

VoL.  Oh,  he  is  wounded,  1 thank  the  Gods 
for’t. 

'Men.  So  do  I too,  if  he  be  not  too  much ; 
bring  he  a victory  in  his  pocket,  the  wounds  be- 
come him. 

VoL.  On’s  brows,  Menenius;  he  comes  thq 
tin  rd  time  home  with  the  oaken  garland. 

Men.  Hath  he  difeiplin’d  Aufidius,  foundly  ? 

VoL.  Titus  Lartius  writes  they  fovight  together  j 
but  Aufidius  got  off. 

Men.  And  ’twas  time  for  him,  too.  I’ll  war- 
rant him  that ; if  he  had  ftaid  by  him,  I would 
not  have  been  fo  Jidius*d,  for  all  the  chefls  in  Co- 
rioli,  and  the  gold  that’s  in  them.  Is  the  fenatc 
folfefl  of  this  > 
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• VoL.  Yes,  yes,  yes  : the  fenate  has  letters  from 
the  general,  wherein  he  gives  my  fon  the  whole 
name  of  the  war ; he  hath  in  this  action  ouu 
4one  his  former  deeds,  doubly, 

Val.  In  truth  there-’s  wondrous  things  fpoke  of 
Jiim. 

Meij.  WondrousI  ay,  I warrant  yoU|  and  not 
without  his  true  purchalmg. 

. ViR.  The  God’s  grant  them  true ! 

Val.  T rue  ? [Sicinius  a/id  Brutus,  come  forward. 

Men.  True  ?.  ril  be  fworn  they^  arc  true. 
Where  is  he  wounded?  God  fave  their  good 
worfhips ! Marcius  is  coming  home  : he  has  more 
caufe  to  be  proud  : — where  is  he  wounded  ? 

Val.  Tth’  (boulder  and  ’th’  left  arm;  be  re- 
ceiv’d, in  the  repulfe  of  Tarquih,  feven  hurts •i’th*” 
body. 

Men.  One  i’th’  neck,  and  one  too  i’th’  thigh  ; 
there’s  nine,  that  I know. 

VoL.  He  had,  before  his  laft  expedition, tw'enty- 
five  wounds  upon  him. 

Men.  Now  ’tis  twenty-feven : every  galh  was  an 
enemy’s  grave.  ' - 

VoL.  He  with  his  fmgle  arm  fubdu’d  Cbrioli. 
His  fword,  Death’s  ftamp. 

Where  it  did  mark,  it  took  from  face  to  foot : 

■ He  was  a thing  of  blood,  whofe  every  motion 
Was  tim’d  with  dying  cries — 

Where’er  he  went,  before  him  fortune  flew, 

’^hile  vidory  upon  his  dreaded  brow 


Sat 


i6  C O R I O L A N U S;  Or, 

Sat  thron’d,  and  joyful  clapp’d  her  filver  wings-r^ 
Three  times  mine  eagle  fmgled  out  Aufidius, 

And  thrice  the  Volfcians  funk  beneath  his  thunder. 
Bending  the  knee,^  as  ’twere  \n  adoration. 

^ \FloriJlo  of  trumpet u 

Hark!  hark! 

Thefe  are  the  ufhers  of  Marcius — before  him 
He  carries  noife ; behind  him  he  leaves  tears. 

. [_ExeunK 

SCENE  II.  ji  Triumphal  Arch, 

ORDER  OF  THE  Q V A T I O N, 

Two  boys  bearing  incenfe. 

An  officer  with  the  Roman  Eagle. 

Two  boys  beaiing  incenfe. 

Six  dancing  virgins  with  balkets  of  flowers. 

Four  priefts  with  Torches 
Eight  fenators. 

Two  officers. 

Four  trumpets. 

Six  lidtors  with  fafees. 

Two  ftandard  bearers,  with  Pegafus  and  the  Ram. 
Six  foldiers. 

A ftandard  bearer  with  Fame. 

Two  officers  with  Trophies. 

An  officer. 

A Bier,  laden  with  fpoils,  fupported  by  four 
foldiers. 

. .'jV 


A captive 
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A captive  General  in  chains 

Four  foldiers  with  fpears,  ' * J ^ 

' ' ' ' -■“*''  - . ■ 

, The  Choir,  confillring  of  ^ ‘v  j 

Four  boys,'  . < ' . 

Six  virgins,  ■ ' ' ' '/•; 

Eight  men,  ‘ ' * 

' A ftandard  bearer,  with  the  fmall  eaglc^  ^ ^ 

Two  fifes. 

Two  drums. 

Six  iidlors  with  fafees. 

Four  officers  with  Trophies, 

An  officer, 

A Bier,  laden  with  fpolls,  fupported  by  four 
foldiers, 

A captive  General  in  chains. 

Six  foldiers,  ", 

Two  officers. 

Two  officers,  one  with  a Mural,  the  other  with  a 
Civic  Crown, 

Two  officers,  one  bearing  a painting  of  the  city  of 
Corloli ; the  other,  the  word  Coriolis  on,  - 
banners.  ^ 

Six  virgins. 

Four  matrons,  " ' 

Valeria, 

Virgilia, 

Vbiumnia,  ' ' ’ 

Six  lidors  with  fafees,  ’ 

Corixinjus, 

f 

A bier. 


f 
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Mcnenius, 

Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus, 

An  officer  with  the  Roman  Eagle, 

Two  officers^ 

. Six  lidors  with  fafces. 

Eight  officers  with  Trophies, 

Six  foldiers  with  fwords  and  fhields. 

Twelve  foldiers  with  fpears. 

\FlourlJIj  and  Shout. 

Mar.  No  more  of  this,  it  does  offend  my  heart ; 
Pray  now  no  more. 

Com.  Look,  Sir,  your  mother. 

Mar.  Oh  ! 

You  have,  I know,  petition’d  all  the  Gods, 

For  my  profperity.  \Knuh* 

VoL.  Nay,  my  foldler,  up: 

My  gentle  Marcius,  my  worthy  Cains, 

By  deed-atchieved  honour  newly  nam’d. 

What  is  it,  Coriolanus,  muff  I call  thee  I 
But  oh  ! thy  wife — ^ 

Mar.  My  gracious  filence,  hail  1 
Would’fl  thou  have  laugh’d,  had  I come  coffin’d 
home, 

That  weep’ft  to  fee  me  triumph  ? ah,  my  dear,- 
Such  eyes  the  widows  in  Corioli  wear, 

And  mothers  that  lack  fons. 

VoL.  I know  not  where  to  turn.  O welcome 
home  ; ' . 

And  welcome,  general ! y’are  welcome  all.- 


Men, 
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Men.  a hundred  thoufand  welcomes : 1 could 
weep,  . . * " . 

And  I could  laugh ; Tin  light  and  heavy ; wel- 
come ! 

A curfe  begin  at  very  root  on’s  heart. 

That  is  not  glad  to  fee  thee  ! You  are  three  ' , . 
That  Rome  (hould  dote  on  : yet,  by  the  faith  of 
men, 

We’ve  fome  old  crab-trees,  here  at  home,  that  wili 
not 

Be  grafted  to  your  relifli.  Yet  welcome  warriors  ! 
We  call  a nettle,  but  a nettle ; and 
The  faults  of  fools,  but  folly. 

Com.  Ever  right.  ' ^ 

Give  way  there,  and  go  on* 

Mar*  Yourhand^  and  yours* 

Ere  in  our  own  houfe  I do  fhade  my  head. 

The  good  patricians  muft  be  vifited. 

From  whom  I have  receiv’d  not  only  greetings. 

But  with  them  charge  of  honour. 

VoL.  I have  livedj 
To  fee  inherited  my  very  wifhes. 

And  buildings  of  my  fancy ; only  one  thing 
Is  wanting,  which  I doubt  not  but  our  Rome 
Will  cad  upon  thee.  - * 

Mar.  Know,  good  mother,  I ' ‘ 

i^ad  rather  be  their  fervants,  in  my  way,  ’ 
Than  fway  with  them,  iS. theirs. 

Com.  On,  to  the  Capitol. ' {^A  gravid  march. 

{Exeunt  in  JlatCy  as  before. 


E 
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SCENE  IIL  d Strett, 

Enter  Bnitus  and  Sicinius. 

Bru,  The  dumb  men  tiu’ong  to  fee  him,  and  the 
blind 

To  hear  him  fpeak  ; the  matrons  flung  their 
gloves. 

Ladies  and  maids  their  fcarfs  and  handkerchiefs. 
Upon  him,  as  he  pafsM  ; the  nobles  bended. 

As  to  Jove’s  flatue,  and  the  commons  made 
It  fhower  and  thunder  with  their  caps  and  ihouts  : 

I never  faw  the  like ; fuch  a pother. 

As  if  that  whatfoever  God  who  leads  him, 

Were  flily  crept  into  his  human  powers, 

And  gave  him  graceful  pofture. 

Sic.  On  the  fudden,  - 
I warrant  him  conful. 

Bru.  Then  our  ohice  may. 

During  his  power;  go  lleep. 

Sic.  He  cannot  temp’rately  tranfport  his  ho- 
. nours. 

From  wh^e  he  fliould  begin  and  end,  but  will 
Lofe  thofe  he’ath  won. 

Bru.  In  that  there’s  comfort. 

I heard  him  fwear,  • 

Were  he  to  (land  for  conful,  never  would  he 
Appear  i’th’  market-place,  nor  on  him  put 
The  naplefs  vefture  of  humility,  ^ ^ 


Nor 
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Nor  (hewing,  as  the  manner  is,  his  wounds 
To  th’  people,  beg  their  (linking  breaths, 

Sic.  I wi(h  no  better. 

Than  have  hirn  hold  that  purpofe,  and  to  put  it 
In  execution. 

Bru.  ’Tis  mod  like  he  will. 

Sic.  It  (hall  be  to  him  then,  as  our  good  wills  ^ 
A fure  dedrudion. 

Enter,  a Roman  Officer^ 

. Bru.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Offi.  You’re  fent  for  to  the  Capitol : ’ts  thought 
That  Marcius  (hall  be  conful : • 

Bru.  Let’s  to  the  Capitol. 

And  carry  with  us  ears  for  th’  time. 

But  hearts  for  the  event,  . 

Sic,  Have  with  you.  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.  ^he  Senate ‘honfe.  Flourijh^ 

The  Patricians,  Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus,  Mene- 
nius,  Gominius,  Sicinius,  and  Brutus. 

Men.  Having  determin’d  of  the  Vqlfcians,  it 
remains,  ' ; 

Mod  reverend  and  grave  elders,  to  delire 
r The  prefent  conful,  and  lad  general, 

\ To  report 

A little  of  that  worthy  work  perforrn’ti 


By 
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By  Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus ; whom 

We  meet  here,  both  to  thank,  and  to  remember, 

'With  honours  like  himfelf. 

Worthy  Cominius,  fpeak. 

[Marcius  rifes,  and  offers  to  go  iizvay^ 
Sit,  Coriolanus;  never  lliame  to  hear 
What  you  have  nobly  done, 

Mar.  Your  honour’s  pardon  : 

I had  rather  have  my  wounds  to  heal  again, 

Than  hear  fay  how  1 got  them. 

Men.  Pray  now,  ft  down. 

Mar.  1 had  rather  have  one  fcratch  my  head 
i’th’  fun, 

W^hen  the  afrum  were  ftruck,  that  idly  fit 
To  hear  my  nothings  monfter’d.  ^Exit  Marcius. 

Men.  Mailers  of  the  people. 

Your  multiplying  fpawn  how  can  he  flatter. 

When  you  fee 

He  had  rather  venture  all  his  limbs  for  honour,  . 
Than  one  oPs  ears  to  hear’t  ? proceed,  Cominius. 
Com.  1 fliall  lack  voice  ; the  deeds  of  Corio- 
lanus 

Should  not  be  utter’d  feebly.  It  is  held 
That  valour  is  the  chiefefl  virtue,  and 
Moll. dignifies  the  haver  : it  it  be. 

The  man  I fpeak  of  cannot,  in  the  world. 

Be  fingly  counter-pois’d.  At  fixteen  years. 

When  Tarquin  made  a head  for  Rome,  he  fought 
Beyond  the  mark  of  others  ; 

And  in  the  brunt  of  feventeen  battles,  fince. 

He  lurcht  all  fwords  o’th’  garland.  For  this  laft. 
Before,  and  in  Corioli,  let  me  fay 

I cannot 
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f T cannot  fpeak  Kim  home ; 

1 Alone  be  enter'd 

The  mortal  gate  o'th’  city:  aidlefs  came  off. 

And  with  a fudden  rc-inforcement  ftruck 
jCorioli,  like  a planet.  Nor’s  this  all 
For  by  and  by,  the  din  of  war  ’gan  pierce 
His  ready  fenfe,  where  flraight  his  doubled  fpirk 
Kequicken’d  what  in  flefb  was  fatigate. 

And  to  the  battle  came  he;  where  he  did 
Run  reeking  o’er  the  lives  of  men,  as  if 
’Tvy ere  a perpetual  fpoil;  and  till  we  call’d 
Both  field  and  city  ours,  he  never  ftood 
To  eafe  his  breaft  with  panting 
Men.  Worthy  man! 

Com.  All  our  fpoils  he  kick’d  at. 

And  look’d  upon  things  precio\is,  as  they  were 
The  common  muck  o’th’  world : he  covets 
Than  mifer}"  itfelf  would  give,  rewards  • 

His  deeds  with  doing  them,  and  is  content 
Tofpend  his  time  to  fpend  it. 

Men.  He’s  right  noble. 

Let  him  be  call’d  for.  [EavV  Roman  OJiceu 

Com.  He  doth  appear.  ' ' 

Enter  Coriolanus  and  a Roman  Officer. 

Men.  The  Senate,  Coriolanus,  are  well  pleas’d 
To  make  thee  Conful. 

Mar.  1 do  owe  them  Hill 
My  life,  and  fervices. 

Men.  It  then  remains 
That  you  do  fpeak  to  th’  people.. 


Mar. 
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Mar.  I befeech  you, 

Let  me  o’er-leap  that  cuftom ; for  I cannot 
Fut  on  rhc  gown,  ftand  naked,  and  entreat  them. 
For  my  wounds  fake,  to  give  their  fuffrage  : 

Pleafe  you  that  I may  pafs  this  doing. 

Sic.  Sir,  the  people  mufl  have  their  voices. 

Nor  will  they  bate  one  jot  of  ceremony. 

Men^  Put  them  not  to*t:  pray  fit  you  to  the 
cuftom.  I 

And  take  t’ye,  as  your  predecefiors  have. 

Your  honour  with  the  form. 

Mar.  It  is  a part 

That  I fliall  blulli  in  afting,  and  might  well 
Be  taken  from  the  people. 

Bru.  Mark  you  that? 

Mar.  To  brag  unto  them,  thus  I did,  and 
thus. 

Shew  • them  th^  unaking  fears,  which  I would 
’ hide. 

As  if  I had  receiv’d  them  for  the  hire 

Of  their  breath  only 

♦'  Men.  Do  not  ftand  upon’t : 

We  recommend  t’ye,  tribunes  of  the  people, 

Our  purpofe.  To  them,  and  to  our  noble  conful 
Wifli  we  all  joy  and  honour. 

Com.  To  Coriolanus  come  all  joy  and  honour! 

FlovJriJb,  \JExeunt^ 


SCENE 


Tht  ROMAN  MATRO.K. 


5.5 


SCENE  V.  A SJreeU 
Enter  Cifizcnsr 

2.  CiT.  Once- for  all,  if  he  do  require  our  voices, 
we  o^vight  not  to  deny  him. 

1.  CiT.  We  may,  Sir,  if  we  will.  • 

2.  Git.  We  have  power  in  ourfelves  to  do  it, 
but  it  is  a power  that  we  have  no  power  to  do ; /oi' 
if  he  fliew  us  his  wounds,  and  tell  us  his  deeds, 
v/e  are  to  put  our  tongues  into  chofe  wounds,  and 
fpeak  for  them  : fo,  if  he  tells  us  his  noble  deeds, 
we  muft  alfo  tell  him  of  our  noble  acceptance  of 
them.  Ingratitude  is  monftrous,  and  for  the  mul- 
titude to  be  ungrateful,  were  to  make  a monfter  of 
the  multitude ; of  the  which  we  being  members, 
fhould  bring  ourfelves  to  be  monftrous  members..  . 

I CiT.  Here  he  comes,  and  in  the  gown  of  hu- 
mility ; mark  his  behaviour  : we  are  not  to  ftay  all 
together,  but  to  come  by  him  where  he  ftands,  by 
one’s,  by  two’s,  and  by  three’s.  He's  to  make 
his  requefts  by  particulars,  wherein  every  one  of 
us  has  a ftngle  honour,  in  giving  him  our  owm 
voices  with  our  own  tongues  : therefore  follow  me, 
and  I’ll  direfl  you  how  you  ftiali  go  by  him* 

All.  Content,  content.  ^Exeunt  Citizens. 

Enter  Marcius  in  a gozvn,  zvith  Menenius. 

Men.  Oh  Sir,  you  are  nor  right;  have  you  nor 
known 
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The  worthiefl  men  have  done't  ? 

Mar.  What  mud  1 lay  ? 

I Pray,  Sir, plague  upond,  I cannot  bring 

My  tongue  to  fuch  a pace.  Look,  Sir, — my 
wounds — 

1 got  them  in  my  country's  fervice,  when 
Some  certain  of  your  bretliren  roar’d,  and  ran 
From  noife  of  our  own  drums. 

Men.  Oh  me,  the  Gods! 

You  muft  not  fpeak  of  that,  you  muftdefire  them 
To  think  upon  you. 

Mar.  Think  upon  me  ? hang  ’em. 

I would  they  would  forget  me. 

Men.  You’ll  mar  all. 

ril  leave  you  : pray  you  fpeak  to  ’em,  I pray  you. 
In  wholfome  manners.  \^Exit* 

Enter  i and  i Citizens. 

Mar.  So  here  come  a brace  : 

You  know  the  caufe,  Sirs,  of  my  Handing  here. 

1 CiT.  We  do.  Sir;  tell  us  what  hath  brought 

you  to’t. 

Mar.  Mine  own  defert. 

2 CiT.  Your  own  defert^ 

Mar.  Ay,  not  mine  own  defxt^  ? 

1 CiT.  How,  not  your  own  defire? 

Mar.  No,  Sir,  ’twas  never  my  defire  yet  to 
trouble  the  poor  with  begging. 

I CiT.  You  muft  think,  if  we  give  you  any 
thing,  we  hope  to  gain  by  you. 


Mar. 
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Mar.  Well  then,  I pray,  your  price  oW  con- 
fulfhip  ? 

1 CiT.  The  price  is,  to  alk  it  kindly. 

Mar.  Kindly,  Sir,  I pray  let  me  ha’t : I have 
wounds  to  (hew  you,  which  (hall  be  yours  in  pri- 
vate : your  good  voice,  Sir  ; what  fay  you  ? 

2 CiT.  You  (hall  hai%  wortky  Sir. 

Mar.  a match.  Sir ; there's  in  all  two  worthy 
voices  begged  : I have  your  alms,  adieui 

1 CiT.  But  this  is  fomething  odd< 

2 CiT.  An  'twere  to  give  again ; — but  ’tis  no 

matter.  ^ [Exeunt  Citizens^ 

Mar.  Moft  fweet  voices^ 

Better  it  is  to  die,  better  to  ftarve^ 

Than  crave  the  hire,  which  (ird  we  do  deferve^ 
Here  come  more  voices^ 

Enter  the  other  Citizens^ 

Your  voices — for  your  voices  I have  fought. 
Watch'd  for  your  voices ; for  your  Voices,  bear 
Of  wounds  two  dozen  and  odd  :•  battles  thrice  (ix 

I’ve  feen  and  heard  of : ^your  voices  : 

Indeed  I would  be  conful. 

3 CiT.  He  has  done  nobly,  and  cannot  go  with- 
out any  honed  man's  voice- 

4 CiT.  Therefore  let  him  be  conful : the  Gods 
give  him  joy,  and  make  him  a good  friend  to  the 
people  ! 

All.  Amen,  amen.  Save  thee,  noble  conful ! 

[Exeunt  Citizens 

Mar.  Worthy  voices ! 

F Enter 
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Entet  Meneniu^,  Brutus',  and  Sicininsr 


. *■  /I 


Men.  You’ve  flood  your  limitation  : and  th« 
tribunes  ' j ... 

Endue  you  with  the  people’s  voice  : \ Remains, 
That' in  tli’  oihcial  marks  invefled,  ‘you 
Anon  do  meet  the  I'enatc.  * i <i 

1 » » ' t i . u ' I • 

Mar.  Is  this  done? 

Sic.  The  cuftoni  'of  requefl  you  have  dif- 
charg’d  « j j » 

The  people  do  adniit  you,  and  are  fummon’d 
To  meet  anon  upon  your  approbation. 

Mar.  Where  ? at  the  fenate-houfe  ? 

Sic.  There,  Corioianus.  ,.v, 

Mar.  May  d then  change. tliefe  garments’?,  , . r 
Sic.  Sir,  you  may.-  ^ i > • ] f 

Mar.  That  I’ll  flraight  do  : and  knowing  my- 
felf  again,  • ' * ' 

Repair  to  th’  fenate-houfe.  . ' ; \_Exit  Mar.  d 

Men.  ril  keep  you  company,  \yill  you  along?  / 
Bru.  We  ftay  here  for  the  people.  . , / j 

Sic.  Fare  .you  well . \_Exit  Men. 'j 

He  has  it  now,  and  by  his. looks,  methinks  ‘ 

’Tis  warm  at’s  heart.  • . v , 

' Bru.  With  a proud  heart  he  wore  ‘ . 

His  humble  weeds  : will  you  difmifs  the  people  ? ► 

Enter  all  the  Citizens, 

I 

Sic.  How’  now,  my  mailers,  have  you  chofe 
thi^  man  ? 

2 CiT.  He  has  our  voices.  Sir.  ' 

Bru. 
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Bru.  We  pray  the  Gods  he  may  deferve  your 
loves. 

1 CiT.  Amen,  Sir:  to  my  poor  unworthy 

notice,  ' 

He  mock’d  us,  when  he<  begg’d  our  voices. 

3 CiT.  Certainly  he  flouted  us,*  downright 

2 CiT.  No,  ’tis  his  kind  of  fpeech,  he  did  not 

mock  us.  • ■'  - 

I CiT.  Not  one  amongft;  us,  fave ' 3^ourfelf,  but 
fays 

He  us’d  us  fcornfully  : he  fliould  have  fliev/’d  us 
His  marks  of  merit,  wounds  received  for’s  country. 
Sic.  Why  fo  he  did,  I am  fure. 

I CiT.  No  man  faw  ’em. 

He  faid  he’d  wounds  which  he  could  fliew  in 
private : . 

I 'would  be  conful, ' fays  he  ; ‘aged  cujlom, 

•But  by  your  .voices,  zvill  not  fo  permit  me ; 

Tour  voices,  therefore  : when. we  granted  that,',  b 
Here  was — I thank  you  for  your  voices- — thank 
you — 

Tour  mojl  fweet  voices noio  you  have  left  your 

voices, 

J have  nothing  further  with  you,  Wa’n’t  this 
‘ ■ mockery  } 

Sic.  Why  either  were  you  ignorant  to  fce’t } 

Or  feeing  it,  of  fuch  childifli  friendlinefs. 

To  yield  your  voices  ? 

Bru.  Did  you  perceive. 

He  did  folicit  you  in  free  contempt. 

When  he  did  need  your  loves,  and  do  you  think 

F 2 . That 
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That  his  contempt  fliall  not  be  bruifiiig  to  3^011, 
When  he  hath  power  to  crulK  ? 

Sic.  Have  you. 

Ere  now,  deny’d  the  aiker ; and  now  again, 

On  him  that  did  not  afk,  but  mopk,  beftow'd 
Yoiir  fu’d-for  tongues  ? 

3 CiT.  He’s  not  confirm’d,  we  may 
Deny  him  yet. 

2 CiT,  Ay,  and  we  will  deny  him. 

Bru.  Get  you  hence  inftantly,  an^  tell  your 
friends. 

They’ve  chofe  a conful  that  will  from  them  take 
Their  liberties,  make  them  of  no  more  voice, 

Than  dogs  that  are  as  often  b^at  for  barking, 

As  therefore  kept  to  do  fo, 

Sic,  Enforce  his  pride,  and  his  old  hate  to  you, 
Say,  you  chofe  him  more  after  our  commandment. 
Than  guided  by  your  pwn  affedions, 

Lay  the  fault  on  us, 

Bru.  Ay,  fpare  us  not.  , . 

Say.  you  ne’er  had  done’t,  . , 

(Harp  on  that  ftill)  but  by  our  putting  on; 

And  presently,  when  you  have  drawn  your  number,' 
Jlcpair  to  th’  Gapitol, 

All.  We  will;  we  will.  Huzza!  \^Exeunt. 
End  of  the  Second 


ACT 
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ACT  III  ^ 

SCENE  J.  A Street.  ^ 

Writer  Co^inius,  Marcias,  and  Mencmus* 

Com.  Tunus  Aiifidius-  then  had  n\ade  new 
head  ? ' ^ 

. Mar.  So  then  the'  Volfcians  ftand  but  as  at  firft. 
Ready  when  time  fliall  prompt  them,  to  make 
inroad  iipon’s  again. 


J^nter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 


Mar.  Behold  thefe  are  the  tribunes  of  the  people. 
The  tongues  o’th’  common  mouth ; 1 do  defpifd* 
them. 

For  they  do  prank  them  in  authority, 

Againft  all  noble  fufFerance. 

Sic,  Pafs  no  further. 

Mar.  Hah  ! — what  is  that ! — — 

Bru.  It  will  be  dangerous  to  go  on ' ’ 

Mar.  What  makes  this  change  ? 

Men.  The  matter  ? 

Com,  Hath  he  not  pafs'd  the  nobles  and  the 
commons  ? 

Bru.  Cominius,  no. 

Mar.  Have  I had  children’s  voices  ? 

Men.  Tribunes  give  way ; he  fhall  to  th^  mar- 
ket-place, 


Bru. 
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Bru.  The  people  are  incens’d  againfl  him. 
Mar.  Are  thele  your  herd  ? 

Muft  thefe  have  voices^  that  can  yield  them  now. 
And  ftraiglit  ditclaim  their  tongues  > what  are  your 
offices  ? 

You  being  their  mouths,  why  ruk  you  not  their 
teeth  ? 

Have  you  not  fet  them  on  ? • 

Men.  Be  calm,  be  calm. 

Mar . It  is  a purpos’d  thing,  and  grows  by  plot. 
To  curb  the  will  of  the  nobility. 

Bru.  Call’t  not  a plot ; 

The  people  cry  you  mock’d  them  ^ and  of  late. 
When  corn  was  given  them  gratis,  you  repin’d, 
'Scandal’d  the  fuppliants  for  the*  people,  call’d 
them  , . 

Time-pleafers,  Batterers,  foes  to  noblenefs. 

Mar.  Why,  this  was-known  before. 

Bru.  Not  to  them  all. 

Mar.  Have  you  inform’d  th’em,  hnce  ? 

Bru.  How  ! I inform  them  ! 

Ma-r.  Yes,  you  are  like  enough  to  do  fuch 
bufinefs, 

Bru.  Not  unlike,  either  way,  to  better  yours. 
Mar.  Why  then  Ihould  I be  conful  ? by  yon 
clouds. 

Let  me  deferve  fo  ill  as  you,  and  make  me  • 

Your  fellow  tribune. 

Men.. Well,  no  more ^ 

Mar.  How  ! no  more  ! 

As  for  my  country,  I have  Ihed  my  blood. 


Not 
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Not  fearing  outward  force ; fo  (hall  my  lungs 
Coin  words  till  their  decay,  againfh  tho(e  meafles 
Which  we  difdain  l^ould  tetter  us,  yet  feek  • 
The  veryhvay  to  catch  them.  T ^ . 

Bru.  You /peak  okh’  people, .Sir,  as  If  yoia, 
were 

A God  to  punlfli,  not  as  being  a man 
Of  their  infirmity. 

Sic.  T\vere  well  we  let 
The  people  knqw’t.  ^ 

Men.  What,  what!  his  clioler? 

Mar.  Choler  '!  * , * 

Were  I as^pafient  as  the  midnight  fleep,  / 

By  Jove,  kwoiild  be  my  mind. 

Sic.  It  is  a mind  ! ^ - 

That  (hall  remain  a poifon  wliere  it  is,  ^ ‘ - > 

Not  poifon  any  further. 

Mar.  Shdll  remain  ? . .• 

Hear  you  this  Triton  of  the  minnows  ? niark  yoi^  , 
His  abfolute  JJjall  P ^ 

Shall] 

Com.  Well — on  to  th’ market-place.  ^ . 

Mar.  Whoever  gave  that  counfel,  to  give  fortla  ^ 

The  corn  okh’  florehoufe,  gratis^  as  kwas  us’d. 

Sometimes  in  Greece 

*■  ' ■ ^ ‘ ^ 
Men.  Well,  well,  no  more  of  that. 

Mar.  I fay,  they  nourifh’d  difobediencej  fed 

The  ruin  of  the  date.  ’ . ^ 

Bru.  Shall  tld  people  give 

One  that  fpeaks  thus,  their  voice  ? 

« Sir- 


44 


CORIOLANUS;  dr. 

Sic.  H'as  fpaken  like  a traitor,  and  lhall  anfwcf 
As  traitors  do. 

, Mar.  Thou  wretch  [ defpight  overwhelm  theel 
What  fliould  the  people  do  with  ihefe  bold 
tribunes  ? 

On  whom  depending,  their  obedience  fails 
To-th’  greater  bench.  In  a rebellion. 

When  what’s  not  meet,  but  what  mull  be,  was  law. 
Then  were  they  chofen  ; in  a better  hour, 

Let  what  is  meet,  be  faid,  That  muft  be  law. 

And  throw  their  power  i’th’  dull. 

Bru.  Manifeft  treafon 

Sic.  This  a conful  ? no. 

Sic.  Go,  call  the  people,  in  whofe  name  my  felt 
Attach  thee  as  a traiterous  innovator  : 

A foe  to  th’  public  weal. 

Enter  Citizens. 

Obey,  I charge  thee, 

And  follow  to  thine  anfwer. 

[^Advancing  tozvards  Marclus^ 
Mar.  Hence,  or  I lhall  lliake  thy  bones 
Out  of  thy  garments. 

Bru.  Or  let  us  Hand  to  our  authority. 

Or  let  us  lofe  it ; we  do  here  pronounce. 

Upon  the  part  b’tli’  people,  in  whofe  power 
We  were  eleHcd  theirs,  Marcius  is  worthy 
Of  jM'efcnt  death. 

Sic.  Bear  him  to  the  rock  Tarpeian,  and  from 
thence 

Into  dcHruclion  call  him. 


Mar. 
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Mar.  No,  I’ll  die  here.  {hr awing  his  /word. 

NIen.  1 pr’ythee,  noble  friend,  home  to  thy 
houfe, 

I .eave  us  to  cure  this  cafe.  For  ’tis,a  fore  ^ 

You  cannot  tent  yourfelf ; begone,  ’befeech  you; 
Com.  Come  away. 

Mar;  Oii  fair  ground  I could  beat  forty  of  them. 

' {Exeunt  Marcius  and  Cominius; 

Men.  You  worthy  tribunes ^ 

Sic.  He  fhall  be  thrown  down  the  Tarpeian  rock^ 
With  rigorous  hands  ; he  hath  refilled  law. 

And  therefore  law  (hall  fcorn  him  further  trial. 

I Git.  He  fhall  well  know  the  noble  tribunes 
arc 

The  people’s  mouths,  and  we  their  hands; 

All.  He  fhall,  be  fure  on’t; 

Min.  Sir,  fir. 

Sic.  Peace. 

Men.  Do  not  cry  havock,  where  you  fliould  but 
hunt 

With  modefl  warrant. 

Sic.  Sir,  how  comes  it  you 
Have  holp  to  make  this  refcue  ? 

Men.  Hear  me  fpeak  ; 

As  I do  know  the  Conful’s  worthinefs, 

So  can  I name  his  faults— 

Sic.  Conful  ! what  conful ! 

Men.  The  conful  Coriolanus. 

Bru.  He  the  conful ! 

All.  No,  no,  no>  no,  no, 

G 


Men^ 
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Men,  If  by  the  tribunes  leave,  and  yours,  good 
people, 

I may  be  heard,  I crave  a word  or  two. 

The  which  (hall  turn  you  to  no  further  harm. 
Than  fo  much  lofs  of  time. 

Bru.  We’ll  hear  no  more. 

Purfue  him  to  liis  houfe,  and  pluck  him  thence,^ 
Left  his  infeeftion,  being  of  a catching  nature. 
Spread  further. 

- Men.  One  word  more,  hear  me  one  word  : 
Proceed  by  procefs. 

Left  parties  (as  he  is  belov’d)  break  out. 

And  fack  great  Rome  with  Romans. 

Bru.  If  ’twere  fo 

Sic.  What  do  ye  talk  ? 

Have  we  not  had  a tafte  of  his  obedience  ? 

Men.  Confider  this ; he  hath  been  bred  i’th’  wars. 
Since  he  could  draw  a fwprd,  and  is  ill-fchool’d 
In  bouked  language  ; mekl  and  bran  together 
He  throws  without  diftinftion.  Give  me  leave. 
I’ll  go  to  him,  and  undertake  to  bring  him, 

Where  he  (hall  anfwer  by  a lawful  form. 

In  peace,  to  his  oitrfKJft  peril. 

Sic.  Noble  Menenius, 

Be  you  then  as  the  people’s  officer. 

Mafters,  meet  on  the  forum;  we’ll  attend  you 
there. 

Where  if  you  -bring  not  Marcius,  we’ll  proceed 
In  our  firft  way. 

Men.  I’ll  go  and  bring  him  to  you.  [^Exeunt, 
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SCENE  II. 

A Chamber  in  the  Houfe  of  Coriolanus. 

Enter  Marcius  and  Volumnia. 

Mar.  Let  them  pull  all  about  mine  ears,  prefent 
me 

Death  on  the  wheel,  or  at  wild  horfes  heels. 

Or  pile  ten  hills  on  the  Tarpeian  rock. 

That  the  precipitation  might  down  ftretch^d 
Below  the  beam  of  .fight,  yet  will  I ftill 
Be  thus  to  them,  . ' 

Vo L.  But  hear  me,  Marcius.  ^ 

Mar.  I mufe,  my  mother 
Does  not  approve  me  further,  (I  talk  of  you)  ^ 

[To  his  mother. 

Why  did  you  wifli  me  milder  ? would  you  have 
me 

Falfe  to  my  nature  ? rather  fay,  I play 
Truly  the  man  I am. 

VoL.  Oh,  Sir,  Sir,  Sir, 

I would  have  had  you  put  your  power  well  on. 
Before  you  had  worn  it  out. 

Mar.  Why  let  it  go 

VoL.  You  might  have  been  enough  the  man 
you  are,  . ^ 

With  driving  lefs  to  be  fb.  LelTer  had  been 
The  thwartings  of  your  difpofition,  if 
You  had  not  (hew’d  them  how  you  were  difpos’d, 
Ere  they  lack’d  power-  to  crofs  you. 
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Mar.  Let  them  hang. 

VoL.  Ay,  and  burn  too. 

, Enter  Menenius. 

Men.  Come,  come,  you’ve  been  too  rough, 
fomething  too  rough  : 

You  muft  return  and  mend  it. 

VoL.  Pray  be  counfelFd; 

I have  a heart  as  little  apt  as  yours, 

But  yet  a brain  that  leads  my  ufe  of  anger, 

To  better  vantage. 

Men.  Well  faid,  noble  woman 
Before  he  fhould  thus  ftoop  to  th*  herd,  but  that 
^ The  violent  fit  oW  times  craves  it  as  phyfic. 

For  the  whole  ftate,  Pd  put  mine  armour  on. 
Which  I can  'fcarcely  bear. 

Mar.  What  muft  I do  ? 

Men.  Return  to  th’  tribunes. 

Mar.  Well,  what  then  ? what  then  ? 

Men.  Repent  what  you  have  fpoke. 

Mar.  For  them  ! I cannot  do  it  for  the  Gods, 
Muft.  I then  do’t  to  them  ! 

VoL.  You  are  not  abfolute, 

Tho’  therein  you  can- never  be  too  noble. 

But  when  extremities  fpeak.  Tve  heard  you  fay, 
Honour  and  policy,  like  unfever’d  friends, 

~rth’  war  do  grow ' together : grant  that,  and  teH 
me. 

In  peace  what  each  of  them  by  th’  other  lofes. 
That  they  combine  not  there  ? 

Mar.  Tufh  ! — tufh  !, 
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JvIen.  a good  demand. 

Mar.  Why  force  you  this  ? 
ypL.  Becaufe  it  lies  on  you  to  fpeajc  to  th* 
people  : 

T would  diffemble  with  my  nature,  where 
My  fortunes  and  my  friends  at  flake  requir’4 
I fliould  do  fo  in  honour.  I pr’ythee,"  ^ 

Now  my  fon,  go  to  them ; fay  to  them. 

Thou  art  their  foldier,  and  being  bred  in  broils. 
Haft  not  the-  foft  way,  which  thou  doft  confefs 
Were  fit  for  thee  to  ufe,  as  them  to  claim,  • 

In  afking  their  good  loves,  but  diou  wilt  frame 
Thyfelf  (forfooth)  hereafter  theirs  fo  far. 

As  thou  haft  power  and  perfon. 

Men.  This  but  done, 

Ev’n  as  fhe  fpeaks,  why,  all  their  hearts  were  yours: 
For  they  have  pardons,  being  afk’d,  as  free. 

As  words  to  little  purpofe. 

Enter  Cominius. 
f^ere  is  Gominius. 

Com.  I have  been  i’th’  market-place,  and,  Sir^^ 
ftis  fit 

You  have  ftrong  party,  or  defend  yourfelf. 

By  calmnefs,  or  by  abfence  : all’s  in  anger. 

Men.  Only  fair  fpeech. 

Com.  I think  ’twill  ferve,  if  he 
Can  thereto  frame  his  fpirit. 

VoL.  He  muft  and  will : 

Pr’ythee,'  now,  fay  you  will,  and  go  about  k. 

Mar. 
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Mar*  Mud  I go  fliew  them  my  un barbed' 
febnee  ? 

Mud  my  bafe  tongue  give  to  my  noble  heart 
A lie,  that  it  mud  bear  ? well,  I will  do’t ; 

Yet  were  there  but  this  fmgle  pelt  to  lofe. 

This  mould  of  Mareius,  they  to  dud  diould  grind 

it, 

And  throw d againd  the  wind.  To  th’  market- 
• place ! 

You’ve  put  me  now  to  fuch  a part,  which  never 
I fliall  difeharge  to  th’  life. 

Com.  Come,  come,  we’ll  prompt  you, 

VoL.  Ay^  pr’ythee  now,  fweet  fon;  as  thou 
had  faid 

My  praifes  made  thee  fird  a foldicr ; fo 
To  have  my  praife  for  this,  perform  a pare 
Thou  had  not  done  before. 

Mar.  Well,  Imuddo’t; 

Away,  my  difpoftion,  and  podefs  me 
Some  harlot’s  fpirit ; my  throat  of  war  be  turn’d^ 
AVhich  quired  with  my  drum,  into  a pipe 
Small  as  an  eunuch’s,  or  the  virgin  voice 
That  babies  lulls  afleep  ! A beggar’s  tongue 
Make  motion  through  my  lips,  and  my  arm’d 
knees, 

'Which  bow’d  but  in  my  dirrup,  bend  like  his 
That  hath  received  an  alms ! I will  not  do’t. 

Led  I furceafe  to  honour  mine  own  truth, 

' And  by  my  body’s  action  teach  my  mind 
A mod  inherent  bafenefs. 
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VoL.  At  thy  choice,  then  : 

To  beg  of  thee,  it  is  my  more  difhonour. 

Than  thou  of  them.  Come  all  to  ruin.  Jet 
Thy  mother  rather  feel  thy  pride,  than  fear 
Tliy  dangerous  ftoutnefs  : for  I mock  at  death. 
With  as  bio;  heart  as  thou*  Do  as  thou  lift.  ^ 

Thy  valiantnefs  was  mine,  thou  had^ft  it  from 
me ; 

But  own  thy  pride  thyfdf. 

Mar.  Pray  be  content : / , 

Mother,  Pm  going  to  the  market-place  : 

Chide  me  no  more.  I’ll  mountebank  their  loves. 
Cog  their  hearts  from  them,  and  come  home 
belov’d 

Of  all  the  trades  in  Rome.  Look,  I am  going  t 
Commend  me  to  my  wife.  Pll  return  conful. 

Or  never  truft  to  what  my  tongue  can  do 
I’th*  way  of  flattery,  further. 

Yol.  Do  your  wilL  - 
Com.  Arm  yourfelf 

To  anfwer  mildly ; for  they  are  prepar’d 
With  accufations,  as  I hear,  more  ftrong 
Than  are  upon  you  yet. 

Mar.  The  word  is,  mildly — pray  you,  let  us 
go— 

Let  them  accufe  me  by  invention,  I 
Will  anfwer  in  mine  own  honour. 

Men.  Ay — but  mildly  ! 

Mar,.  VYdl,  mildly  be  it,  then — mildly! 

Exfunt, 
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scene"  IIL  the  Forum: 

Enter  Sicinius,  Brutus,  and  all  the  Citizens i 

Bru*  Put  him  to  choler  flreight ; he  hath  been 
us’d 

Ever  to  conquer,  and  to  have  no  word 
Of  contradidion.  Being  once  chaPd,  he  cannot 
Be  rein’d  again  to  temp’rance ; then  he  fpeaks 
What’s  in  his  heart;  and  that  is  there,  which 
works 

With  us  to  break  his  neck. 

Enter  Marcius,  Menenius^  and  Cominius*  . 

Sic.  Well,  here  he  comes. 

Men.  Calmly  I do  befeech  you. 

Mar.  The  honour’d  Gods 
Keep  Rome  in  fafety  ; and  the  chairs  of  juflice 
Supply  with  worthy  men ; plant  love  amongft  /ou ; 
Throng  our  large  temples  with  the  (hews  oPpeace ; 
And  not  our  ftrects  with  war  ! 

Men.  Amen  ! A noble  wilh. 

Sic.  Draw  near,  ye  people. 

Mar.  Shall  I be  charg’d  no  further  than  this 
prefent  ? 

Muft  all  determine  here  ? , 

Sic.  I do  demand. 

If  you  fubmk  you  to  the  people’s  voices. 

Allow  their  officers^  and  are  content 
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To  fuffer  lawful  cenfure  for  fuch  faults. 

As  fhall  be*  proved  upon  you; 

.*  Mar.  I am  content. 

Men.  Lo,*  citizens  ; he  fays  he  is  content : 
The  warlike  fervice  he  has  done,  conlider ; 

Think  on  the  wounds  his  body  bears,  which  fliew 
Like  graves  i’th’  holy  cliurch-yard. 

Mar.  Scratches  with  briar s^^ — ^ 

What  is  the  matter^ 

That  being  paft'for  confiil  with  full  voice,- 
Tm  fo  difhonour’d,  that  the  very  hour. 

You  take  it  off  again  ? 

Sic.  Anfwer  to  us. 

Mar.  Say,  then : ^tis  true,  I ought  fo. 

Sic.  We  charge  you,  that  you  have  contrived  to 
take 

From  Rome  all  feafon’d  ofEce,  and  to  wind 
Your  felf  unto  a power  tyrannical; 

For  which  you  are  a traitor  to  the  people. 

Mar.  How  ? traitor  ? 

Men.’  Nay,  temperately : your  promife. 

Mar.  The  fires  iW  loweft  hell  fold  in  the 
people  I ' 

Call  me  their  traitor  ! thou  injurious  tribune  ! 
Within  thine  eyes  fate  twenty  thoufand  deaths. 

In  thy  hands  clutch’d  as  many  millions,  in 
Thy  lying  tongue  both  numbers ; I would  fay,  v 
I’hou  Uejiy  unto  thee,  with  a voice  as  free. 

As  I do  pray  the  gods. 

S^c.  Mark  you  this,  people  ? 

All.  To  the  rock  with  him. 
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Sic,  Peace  : 

We  need  not  put  new  matter  to  his  charge  : 

What  you  have  feen  him  do,  and  heard  him  fpeak, 
Deferves  th’  extremeft  death. 

Bru.  But  fmce  he  hath 

Serv’d  well  for  Rome 

Mar.  What  do  you  prate  of  fervicc  ? 

Bru.  I talk  of  that,  that  know  it. 

Mar.  You  ? 

Men^  Is  this  the  promife.that  you  made  your 
mother  ? 

Com.  Know,  I pray  you 

Mar.  ril  know  no  further  : 

Let  them  pronounce  the  fteep  Tarpeian  death. 
Vagabond  exile,  flaying,  pent  to  linger. 

But  with  a grain  a-day,  I would  not  buy 
Their  mercy  at  the  price  of  one  fair  word. 

Nor  check  my  courage  for  what  they  can  give, 

To  hav’t  with  faying,  Good-morrozv. 

Sic.  For  that  he  has 

(As  much  as  in  him  lies)  from  time  to  time, 
Envy’d  againft  the  people,  feeking  means 
To  pluck  away  their  power  ; has  now,  at  laft, 
Giv’n  hoftile  ftrokes,  and  that  not  only  in  prefence 
Of  dreaded  juftice,  but  on  the  minifters 
That  do  diftribute  it ; in  the  name  o’th’  people. 
And  in  the  power  of  us,  the  tribunes,  we 
Banifh  him  our  city. 

Com.  Hear  me,  my  mailers,  and  mj  common 
T”  . ' friends — 
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Eslu.  There’s  no  more  to  be  faid,  we  banifh 
him,  ' 

As  enemy  to  the  people  and  his  country. 

It„0iall  be  fo. 

- All.  It  ihall  be  fo,  it  fhall  be  fo. 

Mar.  Ye  common  cry  of  curs,  whofe  breath  I 
hate,  . 

As  reek  o’th’  rotten  fens ; whofe  loves  I prize. 

As  the  dead  carcafes  of  unburied  men, 

* . 1 

That  do  corrupt  my  air ; I banifli  you.  . , 

And  here  remain  with  your  uncertainty  ! 

Let  every  feeble  rumour  fhake  your  hearts. 

Your  enemies,  with  nodding  of  their  plumes, 

Fan  you  into  defpair  ! have  the  power  ftill 
To  banifh  your  defenders,  ’till  at  length 
Your  ignorance  deliver  you, 

As  moft  abated  captives,  to  fome  nation  _ - 
That  won  you  without  blows  I Defpifing  then. 

For  you,  the  city,  thus  I turn  my  back  ; • ^ 

There  is  a world  elfewhere — — 

[ExeuKf^ 
\Jthe  people  JJmU* 

End  of  the  Third  Act,  * 
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ACT  IV. 

5 C E N E I.  A Room  in  Aujidius'  Houfe  in  Antiunu 

"Enter  Aufidius  and  Volufius, 

Vo^u.  Whence  is  it,  Tullus,  that  our  arms  are 
ftopt. 

Here  on  the  borders*  of  the  Ronian  ftate  ? 

Why  lleeps  that  fpirit,  whofe  heroic  ardour 
Urg’d  you  to  break  the  tnice,  and  pour’d  our  hofl, 
From  all  th’  united  cantons  of  the  Volfcians, 

On  their  unguarded  frontier  ? Such  defigns 
Brook  not  an  hour’s  delay ; their  whoje  fuccefs 
Depends  on  inftant  vigorous  execution. 

Auf.  Q,  my  Volufius ! thou,  who  art  a foldier, 
A try’d  and  brave  one  too,  fay,  in  thy  heart 
Doft  thou  not  fcorn  me  ? thou,  who  faw’ft  me 
bend 

Beneath  the  half-fpent  thunder  of  a foe. 

Warm  from  the  conqueft  of  Corioli. 

VoLu.  True- valour,  Tullus, 

Lies  in  the  mind,  the  never-yielding  purpofe  ; 

I^or  minds  the  blind  award  of  giddy  fortune. 

Auf.  My  foul,  my  friend,  my  foul  is  all  on  fire  J 
Thiffl  of  revenge  confumes  me  ! the  revenge 
Of  generous  emulation,  not  of  hatred. 

This  happy  Roman,  this  proud  Marcius  haunts 
me. 

Each  troubled  night,  when  f.aves  and  captives 
ileep. 
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Forgetful  of  their  chains,  I,  in  my  dreams, 

Anew  am  vanquiili’d  ; and,  beneath  his  fword 
With  horror  finking,  feel  a ten-fold  death. 

The  death  of  honour.  But  1 will  redeem—  ^ ...  . 
-Yes,  Marcius,  I will  yet  redeem  my  fame. 

To  face  thee  once  again  is  the  great  purpofe 
For  which  alone  I live, — ^Till  then,  how  flow. 
How  tedious  lags  the  time  ! while  ftiame  corrodes 
me. 

With  many  a bitter  thought ; and  injur’d  honour, 
Sick  and  defponding,  preys  upon  itfelf. 

Ha  ! why  this  hafte  ? You  look  alarm’d. 

Enter  Folfcian  Officer.  ‘ 

Off.  My  Lord, 

One  of  exalted  port,  his  vifage  hid. 

Has  plac’d  himfelf  beneath  the  ftatue  of 
The  mighty  Mars,  and  there,  majeflic,  ftands 
In  folemn  filence, 

Auf.  Did  you  not  alk  him  who,  and  what  he 
was  ? 

Off.  My  Lord,  I could  not  fpeak ; I felt 
appall’d. 

As  if  the  prefence  of  fome  God  had  flruck  me. 
Auf.  Come,  daftard,  let  me  find  this  man  of 
terrors,  [^Exeunt.^ 
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SCENE  IL 

A Hull — with  the  Statue  of  Mars.  Marcius,  difco-. 
vered  as  defcribed  above. 

' Enter  Aufidtus, 

Av?.  Illutlrious  Granger — for  thy  high  de- 
meanour 

Befpeaks  rhee  fuch — who  arc  thou  ? what  is  thy 
name  ?' 

Mar.  a name  unmuhcal  to  Volfcian  ears. 

And  harfli  in  found  to  thine. — ^Doil  thou  not  know 
me  ? 

Auf.  Thy  face 

Bears  a command  in't : though  thy  tackle's  torn. 
Thou  fhew’ft  a noble  veflel ; what’s  thy  name  ? 
Mar.  My  name  is  Caius  Marcius,  who  hath 
done 

To  thee  particularly,  and  to  all  the  Volfclans, 
Great  hurt  and  mifehief ; thereto  witnefs  may 
My  firname,  Coriolanus. 

The  cruelty  and  envy  of  the  people. 

Permitted  by  our  daftard  Nobles, 

Have  whopp’d  me  out  of  Rome.  Now  this  extremity 
Hath  brought  me  to  thy  hearth.  If  thou  haft 
A heart  of  wreak  in  thee,  that  will  revenge 
Thine  own  particular  wrongs,  and  flop  thofe  maims 
Of  fhame  feen  through  thy  country,  fpeed  thee 
flraight 
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And  make  my  mifery  ferve  thy  turn  : fo  ufe  it ; 

•For  I will  fight 

Againft  my  canker’d  country,  with  the  fpleen 
Of  .a^l  the  under  fiends.  Bat  if  fo  be 
Thou  dar’ft  not  this,  and  that  to  prove  mors 
fortunes 

Thou’rt  tir’d ; then,  in  a word,  I -alfo  am. 

Longer  to  live,  moft  weary ; and  prefent 
My  throat  to  thee. 

Which  not  to  cut,  would  fliew  thee  but  a fob]. 
Since  I have  ever  followed  thee  with  hate. 

Drawn  tuns  of  blood  out  of  thy  country’s  breaft.. 
And  cannot  live,  but  to  thy  fhame,  unlefs 
It  be  to  do  thee  fervice. 

Au-f.  Oh,  Marcius,  Marcius,, 

Each  word  thou’fl  fpokc  hath  weeded  from  mj. 
heart 

A root  of  ancient  envy.  Let  me  twine 
Mine  arms  about  that  body,  where  againfl; 

My  grained  afh  an  hundred  times  hath  broke 
And  fear’d  the  mopn  with  fplinters : here  1 clip 
The  anvil  of  my  fword,  and  do  conteft 
As  hotly  and  as  nobly  with  thy  love,  ^ 

As  ever  in  ambitious  ftrength  I did  ^ 

Contend  againft  thy  valour. 

Mar.  You  blefs  me,  godst 
Auf.  Therefore,  moft  abfolute  Sir,  if  thou  wik 
have 

The  leading  of  thine  own  revenges,  take 
One  half  of  my  commiffion,  and  fet  down. 
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As  beft  thou  art  experienced,  fince  thou  know'ft' 
Thy  country’s  flrength  and  weaknefs,  thine  own 
ways ; 

Whether  to  knock  againfh  the  gates  of  Rome, 

Or  rudely  vifit  them  in  parts  remote, 

To  fright  them,  ere  deflroy.  But  come,  come  iny 
Let' me  commend  thee  firil  to  thofe  that  fliall 
Say  yea  to  thy  defiresw  A thoufand  welcomes. 
And  more  a friend,  than  e’er  an  enemy  : 

Yet,  Marcius,  that  was  much.  Your  hand;  mod 
welcome  1 [^Exeunt,' 

SCENE  III.  A Street  in  Rome. 

Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

Sic.  We  hear  not  of  him,  neither  need  wc 
’ fear ; his  remedies  ate  tame  : 

Bru.  We  flood  to’t  in  good  time.  Is  this  Me- 
ncnius  ? 

Sci.’  ’Tis  he,  ’tislie  : O,  he  is  grown  mod  kind 
of  late.  Hail,  Sir  ! 

Enter  Menenius. 

M£;n.  Hail  to  you  both  ! 

Sic.  Your  Coriolanus  is  not  much  mifs’d,  but 
with  hi^  friends ; the  commonwealth  doth  dand, 
and  would  do,  were  he  more  angry  at  it. 

Men.  All’s  well,  and  might  have  been  much 
better,  could  he  have  temporiz’d. 

Sic.  Where  is  he,  hear  you  ? 

Men.  Nay,  I hear  nothing  : 
i His  mother  and  his  wife  hear  nothing  from  him. 

' Bam 
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Bru.  There  is  a flave,  whom  we  have  put  ia‘ 
prifon,  - 

Reports  the  Volfcians,  with  two  feveral  powers. 
Are  ehtre’d  in  the  Roman  territories, 

And  with  the  deepeft  malice  of  the  war, 

Deftroy  what  lies  before  "em. 

Men.  ’Tis  Aufidins,  '* 

Who  hearing  of  our  Marcius’  bahirnment,  ’ ^ 
Thrufts  forth  his  horns  again  into  the  world ; 
Which  were  in-lheirci,  when  Marcius  ftood  for 
Rome, 

And  durft  not  once  peep  out. 

Enter  a Roman  Officer,' 

Oef.  The  nobles  in  great  earneflnefs  are  going. 
All  to  the  fenate-houfe ; fome  news  is  come 
That  turns  their  countenances. 

Sic.  ’Tis  this  flave  : 

Go  fcourge  him  Tore  the  people’s  eyes ; his  raifing  ! 
Nothing  but  his  report  [ 

Off.  Yes,  worthy  Sir, 

The  flave’s  report  is  fecondgd, ' and  more,  , , 
More  fearful  is  delivered.  ' , 

Sic.  What  more  fearful ! 

Off.  It  is  fpoke  freely  out  of  many  mouths. 
How  probable  I do  not  know,  that  Marcius 
Join’d  with  Aufidius,  leads  a power  ’gainft  Rome. 
'Sic.  This  is  mod  likely  1 * . 

Bru.  Rais’d  only,  that  the  weaker  fort  may 
wifh 

Good  Marcius  home  again.  , 

I ' '■  Sic. 
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Sic.  The  very  trick  on’t. 

Men.  This  is  unlikely. 

He  and  Aufidius  can  no  more  atone. 

Than  violenteft  contrarieties.  Let’s  to  the  fenatc- 
houle.  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV.  A fVood,  . 

Enter  Marcius,  Aufidius,  Volufius,  and  Soldiers, ' 
Mar.  No  mofe — I merit  not  thy  lavilh  praife, 
True,  we  have  driven  the  Roman  legions  back  ; 
Defeated  and  difgrac’d — but  what  is  done  ? 

Nothing,  ye  Voices r 

Come  on,  my  brave  companions  of  the  war,  • 
Come,  let  us  finifh,  at  one  mighty  ftroke, 

The  toil  of  laboring  fate — we  will,  or  periili — 
While,  noble  Tullus,  you  protect  the  camp, 

I with  my  troops,  all  chofen  men  of  valour. 

And  wxU  approv’d,  to-day  will  ilorm  the ’city. 

\Tr limpet  founds  a parley. 
Enter  a Volfdan  Officer, 

Off.  -My  Lord,  a herald  is  arriv’d  from  Rome, 
‘ To  fay,  a deputation  from  the  fenate. 

Attended  by  the  minifters  of  Heaven, 

A venerable  train  of  priefls  and  fiamens. 

Is  on  the  way,  addrefs’d  to  you. 

Mar.  To  me  ! 

What  can  this  mefiage  mean  ! — fland  to  your  arms. 
Ye  Volfdan  troops  j and  let  thefe  Romans  paf$ 
-Betwixt  the  lowdng  frowns  of  double  files. 

What ! do  they  think  me  fuch  a milky  boy, 

To  pay  my  vengeance  with  a few  foft  words  ? 

Come, 
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Come,  fellow  foldiers,  Tullus,  come,  and  fee 

If  I betray  the  honours  you  have  done  me. 

[^Exit  with  a train  of  Folfcian  officers. 

VoLU.  Are  we  not,  Tullus,  failing  in  our  duty. 

Not  to  attend  our  general } 

Auf.  How  ! what  faid’ft  thou  ? 

VoLU.  Methought,  my  Lord,  his  parting  orders 

✓ 

were, 

We  Ihould  attend  the  triumph  now  preparing 
O’er  all  his  foes  at  once — Romans  and  Volfcians  ! 
Come,  we  fhall  give  offence. 

Auf.  (AJide.)  His  words  are  daggers  Co  mj 
heart : I feel 

Their  truth,  but  am  afliamed  to  own  my  folly. 

VoLu.  O fhame  ! O infamy  ! the  thought’ con- 
fumes  me. 

To.  fee  a Roman- 

Borne  on  Qur  fhoulders  to  immortal  fame  : 

Juft  in  the  happy  moment  that  decided  ^ , 

The  long  difpute  of  ages,  that  for  which 
Our  gen’rous  anceftors  had  toil’d  and  bled. 

To  fee  him  then  ftep  in  and  fteai  our  glory  ! ' 

O,  that  we  firft  had  perifti’d  all ! a people  • 

Who  cannot  find  in  their  own  proper  force 
Their  own  prote<ftion,  are  not  worth  the  faving  ! 
Auf.  It  muft  have  way  ! I will  no  more  fupprefs 
it. — 

Know,  then,  my  valiant  friend,  no  Icfs  than  thee, 
His  condud  hurts  me, . and  upbraids  my  folly, 

I wake  as  from  a dream.  What  daemon  mov’d 

I 2 
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What  doating  generofity,  to  exalt  him 
To  the  fame  level,  nay  above  myfelf ; 

To  yield  him  the  command  of  half  my  troops  ! 
That,  that  was  madnefs. 

Was  weak,  was  mean,  unworthy  of  a man  ! — 
How  fhall  I from  this  labyrinth  efcape  ? 

Muft  it  then  be  ! what  cruel  genius  dooms  me, 

In  war  or  peace,  to  creep  beneath  his  fortune  ? 

VoLiJ.  That  genius  is  thyfelf.  If  thou  canft  bear 
The  very  thought  of  {looping  to  this  Roman, 
Thou  from  that  moment  art  his  vaifal,  Tulliis, 

Ay,  that  thou  doft  acknowledge,  parent  nature 
Has  form’d  him  thy  fuperior.  But  if  fix’d 
Upon  the  bafe  of  manly  refolution. 

Thou  fay’ft — I will  be  free ! — I will  command  ! — 

I and  my  country  ! — then — O,  never  doubt  it— 
W e fliall  find  means  to  crufli  this  vain  intruder ; 
Even  I myfelf — this  hand — nay,  hear  me,  Tullus, 
’Tis  is  not  yet  come  to  that,  that  lad  refource.  ' 
I do  not  fay  we  lliould  employ  the  dagger. 

While  other,  better  means  are  in  our  power. 

Auf.  No,  my  Voluhus,  fortune  will  not  drive 
us. 

Or  I am  much  deceived,  to  that  extreme  : 

We  fhall  not  want*  the  flrongefl  faireff  plea. 

To  srive  a folemn  fandion  to  his  fate. 

O 

He  will  betray  himfelf.  Whate’er  his  rage 
Of  pafhon  talks,  a weaknefs  for  his  country 
Sticks  in  his  foul,  and  he  is  flill  a Roman. 

Soon  fliall  we  fee  him  tempted  to  the  brink  • 

Of  tins  fure  precipice — then  down,  at  once, 

Withotit 
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Without  remorfe,  we  hurl  him  to  perdition  t 

But  hark,  the  trumpet  calls  us  to  a feene 
I ikould-  deteft,  if  not  from  hope  we  thence' 

- May  gather  matter  to  mature  our  purpofe. 

[^Exeunt* 

SCENE  V.  A Street  in  Rome. 

Enter  Menenius,  meeting  Brutus  and  Sicinius- 
Men.  Oh,  you  have  made  good  work, 

Bru.  What  news  ? what  news  ? ^ 

Sic.  Pray  now  the  news  ? 

Men.  You've  made  good  work, 

You  and  your  apron-men  ; that  flood  fo  muck 
Upon  the  voice  of' occupation,  and 
The  breath  of  garlick-eaters. 

Sic.  We’re  all  undone,  unlefs 
The  noble  man  have  mercy^ 

* Men.  Who  fhall  afk  it  ? 

The  tribunes  cannot  do’t  for  fhame ; the  people 
Deferve  fuch'  pity  of  him,  as  the  wolf 
/ ' Does  of  the  fhephei*d. 

If  he  were  putting  to  my  houfe  the  brand 
That  would  confume  it,  I have  not  the  face 
To  fay,  Befeech  yoUy  ceafe.  You’ve  made  fair 
hands ; 

You  and  your  crafts  ! you’ve  crafted  fair  ! 

Enter  all  the  Citizens, 

Here  come  the  duffers — You  are  they 
That  made  the  air  unwholfome,  when  you  cad 

' . Your. 
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Your  (linking,  greafycaps,  in  hooting,  at 
• Coriolanus's  exile.  Now  he’s  coming, 

And  not  a hair  upon  a foldier’s  head, 

Which  will'not  prove  a whip':  as  many  coxcx)mbs 
As  you  threw  caps  up,  will  he  tumble  down. 

And  pay  you  for  your  voices.  ’Tis  no  matter, 

'If  he  fliould  burn  us  all  into  one  coal. 

We  have  deferv’d  it. 

3 CiT.  For  mine  own  part. 

When  1 'faid  baniJJj  him,  I faid  ’twas  pity. 

z CiT.  And  fo  did  1. 

I CiT.  And  fo  did  I ; and  to  fay  the  truth,  fo 
did  very  many  of  us ; that  we  did,  wc  did  for  the 
bed ; and  tho’  we  willingly  confented  to  his  ba- 
nilhment,  yet  it  was  againft:  our  will. 

Men.  Y’are  goodly  things ; you  voices ! — 

You  have  made  you  good  work. 

You  and  your  cry.  . 

But  here’s  Cominius,  return’d  from  tho  deputation. 

Enter  Cominius,  and  four  Senators* 

Have  you  prevailed  ? Will  he  have  mercy  ? 

Has  Rome  any  hopes  ? , How  did  he  receive  you  ?. 

Com,  He  would  not  feem  to  know  me. 

Men.  Do  you  hear  ? 

Com.  Yet  one  time  he  did  call  me  by  my  name ; 
I urg’d  our  old  acquaintance,  and  the  drops 
That  we  have  bled  together.  Coriolanus 
He  would  not  anfwer  to  : forbad  all  names ; 

He  was  a kind  of  nothing,  titlelefs, 

’Till  he  had  forg’d  himfelf  a name,  i’di’  fire 
Of  burning  Rome. 


Men. 
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Men.  Why  fo  ; you’ve  made  good  work  : 

A paVof  tribunes,  that  have  reck’d  for  Rome, 

To  make  coals  cheap  : a noble  memory  ! 

Com.  I minded  him  how  royal  ’tw  as  to  pardon. 
When  it  was  leaft  expeded.  He  replyM, 

It  was  a bare  petition  of  a ftate, 

To  one  whom  they  had  puniih’d. 

Men.  Very  well,  could  he  fay  lefs  ? 

Com.  I offer’d  to  awaken  his  regard, 

For’s  private  friends.  His  anfwer  to  me  was. 

He  could*  not  ftay  to  pick  them,  in  a pile 
Of  noifome  mufty  chaff.  He  faid,  ’twas  folly. 
For  one  poor  grain  or  two,  to  leave  unburnt. 

And  dill  to  nofe  th*  offence. 

Men.  For  one  poor  grain 
Or  two ; I’m  one  of  thofe ; his  mother,  wife, 

Flis  child,  and  this  brave  fellow,  we’re  the  grains  ; 
You  are  the  mufty  chaff,  and  you  are  fmek 
Above  the  moon.  We  muft  be  burnt,  for  you. 
SiG.  Nay,  pray  be  patient;  if  you  refufe  your 
aid. 

In  this  fo  never-needed  help,  yet  do  not 
Upbraid ’s  with  our  diftrefs.  But  fure  if  you. 
Would 'be  your  country’s  pleader,  your  good 
tongue. 

More  than  the  inftant  army  we  can  make. 

Might  flop  our  countryman. 

Men.  No  : I’ll  not  meddle. 

Sic.  Pray  you  go  to  him. 

Men.  What  fhould  I do  > 


Bru* 
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^ B*u.  Only  make  trial  of  what  your  love  can  do. 
For  Rome,  tpwVds  Marcius.  - ^ 

Com.  He'll  never  hear  him. 

Sic,  Not  ? 

Com.  I tell  you,  he  does  fit  in  gold  ; his  eye 
Red  as  'twould  burn  Rome ; and  his  injury 
The  gaoler  to  his  pity.  1 kneel’d  before  him', 
'’Twas  very  faintly  he  faid,  Rife  : difmiffed  me 
Thus,  with  his  fpeechlefs  hand.  What  he  would 
do,  • 

He  fent  in  writing  after  ; what  he  would  not, 

Bound  with  an  oath,  not  yield  to  new  conditions : 
-So  that  all  hope  is  vain,  unlefs  his  mother. 

And  wife,  who  (as  I hear)  mean  to  folicit  him. 
Force  mercy  to  his  country. 

Men.  See  you  yon  coin  o'th’  Capitol,  yon  corner 
ftone  ? ' . 

Sic.  Why,  what  of  that  ? 

Men.  If  it  be  pofTible  for  you  to  difplace  k, 
with  your  little  finger,  there  is  fome  hope  the  ladies 
of  Rome,  efpecially  his  mother,  may  prevail  with 
him. 

Sic.  Is’t  pofTible  that  fo  fliort  a time  can  alter 
the  condition  of  a rhan  ? 

Men.  There  is  difference  between  a grub  and  a 
butterfly;  yet  your  butterfly  was  a grub;  this 
Marcius  is  grown  from  man  to  dragon  : he  has 
wings ; he's  more  than  a creeping  thing. 

Sic.  He  lov’d  his  mother,  dearly. 

Men.  So  did  he  me.;  and  he  no  more  remem- 
bers his  mother  now,  than  an  eight  years  old  horfe,  ^ 

The 


The  ROMAN  M A T R'^D  N.  €9 
The  tartnefs  of  his  face  fours -ripe  grapes.  Mark 
what  mercy  his  mother  {hall  bring  from  him ; there 
is  no  more  mercy  in  him,  thaa  there  is  milk  in  a 
male  tyger ; that  fliall  our  poor  city  find ; and  all 
this  is  long  of  you.  ; 

I CiT.  O doleful  tidings ! 

; 2 CiT.  O woeful  day  I ' ’ ' • ' 

3 CiT.  What  will  become  of  us? 

I CiT.  Let  'usfeize  the  two  tribunes  that ^ did 
, baniih  him,  and  throw  them  down  - the  Tarpcian 
-.lock. 

Sic.  1 O,  good  Menenius,  fave  us,  ;{Und 

Bru.  J our  friend. 

Men.  Not  I ; they  may  hang,  drown,  burn,  or 
break  your  worthlefs  necks  from  the  rock,  kis  all 
one  to  me.  [jEa;//. 

Cits.  Away  with  them. 

Com.  Hear  me,  fellow  citizens ! 

Sufpend  your  anger  till  you  hear 
How  the  entreaties  of  his  mother^  ivife, 

' And  our  mofl  noble  matrons,  work  upon  him. 
They  yet  may  bring  us  peace* 

Cits.  We  will. 

Com.  The  Romah  Gods  profper  their  embafly^ 

[^Exeunt, 

Ene  of  the  Fourth  Act* 
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t j 

ACT 

SCENE  I.  the  Voljclan  Lind. 

Marcius,  Aufidius,  Volufius,  Folfctan  Officers  zvitk 
Files  of  Soldi erSy  and  Standard-bearers  on  either 
" Side  difcovered,  ^he  Roman  Ladies  advance  Jlozvly 
hetzvixt  thi  Files  of  Soldiers ^ zvith  Volumnia^ 
Virgilia,  young  Marcius,  and  Valeria,  at  their 
' heady  all  clad  in  mourning, 

\ 

*.  .Mar.  Here,  noble  Tullus,  fit,  and  judge  my 
condiKfl, 

..Nor  fpare  to  check  me  if  I adl  amifs. 

Auf.  Marcius,  the  Volfcian  fate  is  in  thy  hand. 
Mar.  My  Avife  comes  foremoft,  then  the  ho- 
nour’d mould. 

Wherein  this  uunk  was  fram’d,  and  in  her  hand 
The  grand-child  to  her  blood.  ' Bur  out,  affedion  J 
'All  bond  and  privilege  of  nature  break  ! 

Let  it  be  virtuous,  to  be  obftinate.  [Virgilia  bends. 
What  is  that  curt’fie  worth  ? or  thofe  dove’s  eyes. 
Which  can  make  gods  fcrfvvorn  ? 

.My  mother  bows,  [Y ohimnidL  bends. 

As  jf  Olympus ,lo  a mole-hill  ftiould 
In  fiipplicatioft  nod ; and  my  young  boy 
Hath  an  afpei:t  of  interceflion,  which 
Great  nature  cries,  Deny  not.  Let  the  Volfcians 
TJough  Rome,  and  harrow  Italy ; I’ll  ftand 
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As  if  a raan  were  author  of  himfelf. 

And  knew  no  other  kin. 

ViR.  My  lord  and  hUfband  ! 

Mar.  1 melt,  and  am  not  of  ftronger  earth  than 
others. 

O,  a kifs,  long  as  my  exile,  fweet  as  my  revenge  1 
’Now,  by  the  jealous  queen  of  heav'n,  , that  kifs  . 

1 carried  from  thee,  dear ; and  my  true  lip 
Hath  virgin’d  it,  e’er  fmce; — You  gods  ! I pratc^ 
And  the  moft  noble  mother  of  the  world,  . 
Leave  unfaluted  : fmk  my  knee  i’th’  earth  ; / 

Of  thy  deep  duty  more  impreflion  Hiew, 

Than  that  of  cornmon  fons. 

VoL.  Thou  art  my  warrior, 

Do  you  know  this  lady  ? [^Pointing  to  Valeria, 
Mar,  The  noble  fifter  of  Poplicola  : 

The  moon  of  Rome  ; chafte  as  the  icicle, 

i . •* 

That’s  curdled  by  the  froft  from  pureft  fnow^ 

And  hangs  on  Dian’s  temple, 

Vql.  This  is  a poor  epitome  of  yours, 

\_  'Shezving  young  Marcius, 

' Which  by  th’  interpretation  of  full  time^ 

May  fliew  like  all  yourfelf, 

, Mar?  The  god  of  foldicrs. 

With  the  confent  of  fupreme  Jove,  inform  ^ 

Thy  thoughts  with  nob}enef^  that  thou  may’ll 

prove 

To  fhame  invulnerable,  and  flick  i’th’  wars, 

Like'a  great  fea^mark,  Handing  every  flaw,  r 
And  faving  thofe  that  eye  thee  | , 

' . K 2 ■ Vcl!' 
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VoL.  Your  khee,  firrah. 

Mar.  That’s  my.  brave  boy. 

VoL.  Even  he,  your  wife,  this  lady,  and  myfelf. 
Are  fuitors  to  you. 

Mar.  I befeech  you,  peace  : 

Or  if  you’d  afk,  remember  this,  before  ; 

The  thing  I have  forfworn  to  grant,  may  never 
Be  held  by  you  denial.  Do  not  bid  nie 
Difmifs  my  foldiers,  or  capitulate 
Again  with  Rome’s  mechanicks.  Tell  me  not 
Wherein  T feem  unnatural : defire  not 
T’  allay  my  rages  and  revenges,  with 
Your  colder  reafons. 

VoL.  Oh,  no  more  : no  more  : 

You’ve  faid  you  will' not  grant  us  any  thing  : 

For  we  have  nothing  elfe  to  allc,  but  that 
Which  you  deny  already  : yet  \ve  will  afk. 

That  if  we  fail  in  our  requeft,  the  blame 
May  hang  upon  your  hardnefs ; therefore,  hear  us. 
Ma».  Afidius,  and  you  Volfcians,  mark  ; for 
we’ll 

Hear  nought  from  Rome,  in  private,— ^ — Your 
requeft? 

VoL.  Think  with  thyfelf, 

How  more  unfortunate  than  all  Ih’ing  women, 

Are  we  come  hither. . For  either  thou 
Muft  as  a foreign  recreant,  be  led  ‘ 

With  manacles  along  our  ftreets,  or  elfe. 
Triumphantly  tread  on  thy  country’s  ruin. 

And  bear  the  palm  for  having  brayely  flied 
Thy  wife  and  children’s  blood, 

Mar. 
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Mar.  I’ve  fat,  too  long. 

VoL.  Nay,  go  not  from  us  thus  : 

Jf  it  were  fo,  that  our  requefldid  tend 
To  fave  the  Romans,  thereby  to  deflroy 
The  Volfcians  whom  you  ferve,  you  might  condemn 
us,  . • 

As  polfoners  of  your  honour*  No  ; our  fuit 
Is  that  you  reconcile  them  : while  the  Volfcians 
May  fay,  This  mercy  ■'we  have  JJjew* d ; the  Romans/ 
This  zve  recerSd ; and  each  on  either  fide,  ; . 

Give  the  all-hail  to  thee,  and  cry,  Be  hlejly^ 

For  making  up  this  peace. 

Mar.  Thofe  walls  contain  the  mod  corrupt  of 
men, 

A bafe  feditious  herd  : who  trample  order,  - j 
Diftindiion,  juftice,  laws,  beneath  their  feet ; 
Jnfolent  foes  to  worth,  the  foes  of  virtue. 

VoL.  Daughter,' fpeak  you ; 

He  cares  not  for  your  weeping.  Speak  thou,  boy  $ 
•Perhaps  thy  childifhnefs  will  move  him  more,  , 
Than  can  our  reafons.  There’s  no  man  in  the  world. 
More  bound  to’s  mother,  yet  here  he  lets  me  prate. 
Like  one  i’th’  docks.  Thou’d  never,  in  thy  life, 
Shew’d  thy  dear  mother  any  courtefie ; 

When  die  (poor  hen)  fond  of  no  fecond  brood,*  " 
Has  cluck’d  thee  to  the,  wars,  and  fafely  home, 
Loaden  with  honour. 

Auf.  See,  fee,  Volufius,  how  the  drong  emotions 
Of  powerful  nature  fhake  his  inmod  foul ! 

See  how  they  tear  him. — ^^If  he  long  redd  them, 

He  is  a god,  or  fomething  worfe  than  man  ! 


VoL, 
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VoL.  He  turns  away  : ' 

Down,  ladies ; let  us  fliame  him  with  our  knees. 
Nay,  behold  us. 

This  boy,  that  cannot  tell  what  he  would  have. 
But  kneels,  and  holds  up  hands  for  fellowfhip. 
Does  reafon  our  petition  with  more  flren^th. 

Than  thou  haft  to  deny't. 

Yet  give  us  our  difpatch  : 

Tin  hufli't,  until  our  city  be  afire, 

And  then  I’ll  fpeak  a little, 

ViR,  Since,  Coriolanus,  thou  d oft  ftill  retain. 
In  fpite  of  all  thy  mother  now  has  pleaded. 

Thy  dreadful  piirpofe,  ah  ! ho-w  much  in  vain  ^ 
Were  it  for  me  to  join  my  fupplications  I 
The  voice  of  thy  Virgilia,  once  fo  pleafing, 

How  lhall  it  hope  to  touch  the  hufband’s  heart,. 
When  proof  againft  the  tears  of  fuch  a parent  ? 

But  I muft  weep — O permit  me, 

To  Ihed  my  gulhing  tears  upon  thy  hand. 

And  take  my  laft  farewell  I 
Mar.  Heave  me. 

ViR.  1 obey. — :How  bitter  thus  to  part  I 
Upon  fuch  terms  to  part ! perhaps  for  ever  b ^ 
But  tell  me  ere  I hence  unroot  my  feet,  - ^ ' 

When  to  my  lonely  home  1 lhall  return-^ 

Mar.  Come,  and  compleat  my  happinefs  at 
Antium,  , 

You  and  my  honoured  mother— — ^ 

There  ftiall  you  fee  with  what  rcfpedl  the  Voices 
WilUreat  the  wife  and  mother  of  their  general 

VoL. 
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VoL.  Treat  us  thyfelf  with  more  refpeft,  my 
fon ; 

Nor  dare  to  fhock  our  ears  with  fuch  propoflils- 
Shall  we  defert  our  country,  we,  who  come 
“To  plead  her  caufe  ? — Ah,  no — A grave  in  Rome 
Would  better  pleafe  me,  than  a throne  at  Aatium- 

Mar.  Ceafe,  ceafe,  to  torture  me 

You  only  tear  my  heart,  but  cannot  Ibake  it- 

By  the  immortal  Gods — ; 

V I R-  Oh  ! vow  not  our  deftrudion  ! • 

\_Fallhig  on  her  kneels 


VoL*  Daughiter,  rife; 

Let  us  no  more  before  the  Volfcian  people  - 
Expofe  ourfelves  a fpe<^acle  of  (hamc- 
Tlear  me,  proud  man  1 1 have 
A heart  as  ftout  as  thine.  I came  not  hither,  • 

To  be  fent  back  rejecled,  baffled,  fliam’d. 
Hateful  to  Rome,  becaufe  I am  thy  motlier: 

A Roman  matron  knows,  in  fuch  extremes. 

What  part  to  take. 

Go  ! barbarous  fon  ! go  I double  parricide 
Rufh  o’er  my  corfe  to  thy  belov’d  revenge  i 
Tread  on  the  bleeding  bread  of  her,  to  wboni^ 
Thou  ow’d  thy  life. — Lo  ! thy  fird  victim." 

[^Drdzvhrg  a dagger ;i 
Mar.  (Seizing  her  hand,)  Ha!  what  mean’S: 

thou  ? " 

VoL.  To  die,  while  Rome  is  free- 
Mar.  Set  not  thus 

My  treacherous  heart  in  arms  againd  my  reafom 
Here,  here  ! thy  dagger  will  be  well  employed ; — 
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Pity  me,  generous  Volfdans  !— You  are  men — 
Muft  it  then  be  ? — My  ilifled  words  refiife 
A paflage  to  the  throes  that  wring  my  heart. 

VoL.  Nay,  if  thou  yielded,  yield  like  Corioliinus; 
And  what  thou  do’d,  do  nobly  ! 

Mar.  Here  ! ’tis  done  ! 

Thine  is  the  triumph,  Nature  ! — Ah,  Volumnia  ? 
Rome  by  thy  aid  is  fav’d — but  thy  fon  led. 

VoL.  He  never  can  be  lod,  who  faves  his 
country. 

'Mar.  Ye  matrons,  guardians  of  the  Roman 
- fafety. 

We  grant  the  truce  you  afk, 

Yolfeians  we  raife  the  fiege. 

[Marcius  turns  to  the  Roman  ladles,  who  retirt 
hi  the  order  they  entered. 

Auf.  ’Tis  as  we  widi*d,  Voludus— • 

But  mark  me  well — one  offer  more 
My  honour  bids  me  make  to  this  proud  man. 

If  he  rejeds  it. 

His  blood  be  on  his  head. 

VoLu.  Well ! I obey  you. 

Mar.  I plainly,  Tullus,  by  your  looks  difeern 
You  difapprove  my  condud. 

Auf.  I mean  not  to  adail  thee  with  the  clamour 
Of  loud  reproaches,  and  the  war  of  words ; 

But,  pride  apart,  and  all  tliat  can  pervert 
The  light  of  deady  reafoh,  here  to  make 
A candid  fair  propofal. 

Mar.  Speak,  1 hear  thee. 

' ~ ' A:Uf. 
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. At;F-  Tneed  not  tell  thee  that  I have  perform’d 
My  utmoft  promife.  Thou  haft  been  protected ; 
Haft  had  thy  ampleft^  moft  ambitious  wifti  ' 
Thy  wounded  pride  is  heal’d,  thy  dear  revenge  / 
■ Compleatly  fated ; ahd,  to  crown  thy  fortlihe,*  • ^ 
At  the  fame  time,  thy  peace  with  Rome  reftor’d. 
Thou  art  no  more  a Volfcian,  but  a Roman.  / 
Return,  return ; thy  duty  calls  upon  thee,] 

Still  to  proted  the  city  thou  haft  fav’d  : . l 

It  ftill  may  be  in  danger  from  our  arms. 

Retire  : 1 will  take  care  thou  may ’ft;  with  fafety. 
Mar.  With  fafety  ! — Heav’ns  ! — Arid  think’ft: 
thou,  Coriolanus 

Will  ftoop  to  thee  for  fafety?— ^No!  my  fafe^ 
^ ‘ guard 

Is  in  myfelf,  a bofom  Void  of  blanie. 

O ’tis  an  ad  of  cowardice  and  bafencfs. 

To  feize  the  very  time  my  hands  are  fetter'd/ 

By  the  ftrong  chain  of  former  obligations^ 

The  fafe  fure  moment  to  infult  me.  Godsi  ..  . 
Were  I now  free,  as  on  that  day  I was 
When  at  Corioli  I tam’d  thy  pride^  ^ ' ! 

This  had  not  been.  ’ , 

Auf.  Thou  fpeak’ft  the  truth  : if  had  not. 

O for  that  time  again ! propitious  gods. 

If  you  will  blefs  me,-  grant  it !— Know,  for  that. 
For  that  dear  purpofe,  I have  now  propos’d 
Thou  jQiould’ft  return.  I pray  thee^  Mafciusy  do 
it ! ^ 

And  we  fliall  meet  again  on  nobler  terrris. 

L Maj^ 
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Mar.  Till  I have  clear’d  my  honour  in  your 
council, 

And  .prov’d  before  them  all,  to  thy  confiifion. 

The  falfehood  of  thy  charge  ; as  foon  in  battle 
I would  before  thee  fly,  and  howl  for  mercy, 

As  quit  the  llation  they  have  here  afflgn’d  me. 
Auf.  Thou  can’ll  not  hope  acquittal  fi*om  the 
Volfcians. 

Mar.  I do  : — Nay  more,  expect  their  appro- 
bation, 

Their  tha'nks  ! I will  obtain  them'  fuch  a peace 
As  thou  durfl:  n’ever  alk  ; a perfed  union 
Of  their  whole  nation  with  imperial  Rome, 

In  all  her  privileges,'  all  her' rights. 

By  the  juft  Gods,  I will ! What  would ’ft  thou 
’ more  ^ • 

Auf.  What  Vvould  l more! , proud  Roman ; this 
’ ' I would. 

Fire  the  curft  foreft  where  thefe  Roman  wolves 
HauiK  and  infeft  their  nobler  neighbours  round 
' them^  ' - ’ 

Extirpate  from  the  bofom  of  this  laiid, 

A falfe  perfidious  people,  who,  beneath 
The  mafk  of  freedom,  are  a combination  - 
Againft  the -liberty  of  human  kind, 

Mar.  The  feeds  of  Gods ! 

Whate’er  her  blots,  whate’^r  her  giddy  fadjons. 
There  is  more  virtue  in  one  Angle  year 
Of  Roman  ftory,  than  your  Volfcian  annals' 

Can  boafl,  thro’  all  your  creeping  dark  duratiejn  ! 

- Auf, 
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Auf.  I thank  thy  rage.  This ' full  difplays  the 


traitor. 

Mar.  Traitor  !■ 


•how  now  !■ 


hi  hni'i 


Auf.  Ay,  traitor,  Marcius, 

NIar.  Marcius ! ^ ^ 

Auf.  Ay,  Marcius,  Caius  Marcius;  dpil  ihou 
think  ■ ' ; 

ril  grace  thee  with  that  robbery,  thy  ftorn  name 
Coriolanus,  in  Corioli  ? / 

You  lords,  and  head  o'th*  Rate,  perfidioufly 
He  has  betray’d  your  bufmefs,  andtgiven  up, . 

For  certain  drops  of  fait,  your  city  Rome^;  » ^ ^ 

1 (ciy  ^mr  city,  to  his  wife  and  mother y;/ 
Breaking  his  oath  and  refolution,  like^  ^ 

A twill  of  rotten  flk,^  never  admitting 
Counfel  o’th’  war;  but  at  his  nurfe’s  tears. 

He  whin’d  and  roar’d  away  your  vidory, 

That  pages  blulh’d  at  him,  and  men  of  heait,^ 
Look’d  wond’ring  each  at  other.  ^ ^ 

Mar.  Hear’ft  thou,  Mars  ? " •* 

Auf.  Name  not  the  god,  thou  boy  of  tears. 

' Mar.  Mcafarelefs  liar,  thou  haft  made  my  heart 
Too  great  for  what  contains  it.  Boy  ? . 

Cut  me  to  pieces,  Volfcians,  ^ j .;  * 

Stain  all  your  edges  in  me.  Boy  ? ••  j 

If  you  have  writ  your  annals  true,  ’tis  there, 

That  like  an  eagle  in  a dove-coat,  I . 

Flutter’d  your  Volfcians  in  Corioli,  - • 

Alone  I did  it.  Boy  ? — But  let  us  part,  c ; - 
i^eft  my  rafli  hand  llipuld  do  a hafty  deed  ; 

My  cooler  thought  forbids,  ^ 

Auf. 


15  •<?  b R i b'L  A N U S ; Of,  ' 

**  AuF..I^ourt  : V i . 

The  worft  thy  Tword  can  do ; wliilft  thou  from 
Haft  nothing  to  expert)"' but  fore  deftrudion.  *- 
Quit  then  this  hoftile  'camp^  Once  more  I tell  tl^e^ 
Thou  art  not  here  one  fingle  hour  in  fafety#  - 
O that  l'had'thee,  ‘ — •• 

With  fix  Aimdius’s,  or  more ; thy  tribe ; 

To  life  my  lawhii Tword-^-^ — * i 'I 

VoLU.  Infolent  villain ! ■ ‘ " 

V‘  ■ l^Folfdah^ officers  and  kilt  MiirciuS. 

AaF>  My  lords, « when  you  fhalt  know  the  great 
‘danger'*^  ^ ^ 

Which  thrs  man’s' life  did  owe  you,  you’ll  rejoici 
That  he  is  thiis  our  offi-  "Pleafe  it' your  hC>»oiirs  . 
To  call  me^to-your  fehate,*^  Fll  deliver 
Jklyfelf  }feur  IoyH*fervaht,-  bt  eilduro* 

Your  heavieft  cehfufe/r  *• 

.Jvly^rage  is  gone-,  - and  -I  am  ftriick^-^^'^ 

\V ith  forrow.  Bear  from  ‘hence  his  body/  ^ o 
Let  him  be  regarded J - i ,r 
As'fhe  moft  noble  eorfe,  that  ever  herald.'*  - - * 
'*D?d  fellow  fo  his  urn.'  ^ 

Beat,  beat  the  drurn  tliat  it  fpeak  mournfully  : 
Trail  your  fteel  pikes.  Though  in  this  city  Ire 
Hath  widow’d  and  unchllded  many  "a' one,  - • 
Which  to  this  hour  bewail  the  injury; 

Yet  he  fhall  have  a noble  memory. 

^ deud  r/urch,  T7,V  Curtain  drot>s  Jlctiij- 
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